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Mys CATHCART, to Miſs FLovyD. 
(In Continuation.) 


XX H, my dear Nancy, what a 
X O day this has been ! Sir Wil- 
liam 1s a great deal worſe. 
Sir Charles Cheſter and the 
captain are come; but Sir William is 
too low to enquire for them. I have 
not ſpirits to tell you the- melancholy 


meeting betwixt the brother and ſiſters, 
Vol. II. B | nor 


| 
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2 The His Tory of 
nor betwixt Mr. Renton and the captain. 


The two laſt held one another in their 
arms for ſome minutes, while the tears 


ruſhed down their manly cheeks. Oh 


Nancy ! it is an affecting thing to ſee a 
man weep : Our ſexſhedding tears is no- 
thing in compariſon. I ought to have 


retired when they came in; but I trem- 


bled and ſhook fo, that I could not 
move. They had heard the bad news 
before they reached the houſe. Lady 
Renton has not ſeen them yet. 

I have been down ſtairs. Sir Charles 


: and the captain are both in the room 
with Sir William. He had got a ſoft 


ſleep, my aunt ſaid, and was much re- 
freſned. He enquired for them as ſoon 
as he awaked. My aunt heſitated, and 
ſaid, ſhe did not know if they were 


come. She had a mind, firſt, to con- 


ſult the doctor; but Sir William ob- 


frved her, and ſaid, You need not 
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Miſs Clarinda Cathrart. 3 
dc he afraid, Mrs. Cathcart, I underſtand 
** they are come, and I find myſelf at 
< preſent very able to receive them.” 
There is nobody in the room with them 
but Lady Renton. 

They are gone up ftairs with Mr. 
Renton, Lady Cheſter, it ſeems, was 
with them. We thought ſhe had been 
in her own room. Mr. Friendy and 
Mr. Hope are to be ſent for to-morrow, 
Fanny wiſhes her father may not defire 
to ſee her at the ſame time, as ſhe is 
certain ſhe could not ſtand it. 


Morning, 8 clock. 


Sir William has had a very tolerable 
night, and is quite ſerene and eaſy. Mr. 
Renton has wrote to Mr. Friendly : fo 
we expect him and Mr. Hope ſoon. 
The captain ſtaid all the evening with 
his brother. Neither of them came 
down to ſupper. Sir Charles ſupped 
B 2 with 
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with the family, He ſeems to be a 
very affectionate huſband, and Lady 
Cheſter's grief, tis eaſy to diſcern, is a 
little ſubſided ſince his arrival. 

I am juſt now returned from Fanny. 
Mr. Friendly and Mr. Hope are come, 


and have been half an hour in the 
room with Sir William and Lady Renton. 


I thought, during the time they were 
there, Fanny would have gone into fits. 
She looked ſo wild ſeveral times, that I 


was quite frightened. There was no- 


body in the room with her but me. I 
gave her ſome lavender, and held her 
head on my boſom. When Mr. 
Friendly and Mr. Hope came out of 
the room, they were both wiping the 
tears from their eyes. Mr. Friendly 


went up ſtairs to Mr. Renton, and Mr. 


Hope gave a gentle tap at Fanny's dreſ- 
fing-room door. The dear girl raiſed 
her head, and I went to ſee who it was. 

I was 


Miſs Clarinda Cathcart. 5 
I was afraid it might be ſome indiſcreet 


meſſenger. When I ſaw it was Mr. 


Hope, I turned about to Fanny, who, 
trembling and pale, had ſunk off the 
chair. I gave a ſhriek. He flew in, 
and throwing himfelf on the ground 
by her, cried, O Fanny! my angel! 
ce ſpeak! She breathes! My God! 
ce protect my life, my beſt, my deareſt 
« Fanny. I was fo confuſed, I did 
not know what I was doing. The 
ſhriek I had given had alarmed Lady 
Cheſter and Caroline. They thought 
Sir William was gone, and were almoſt 
in as bad a condition. By good for- 
tune it was not heard in Sir William's 
chamber; but, before I knew what I 
was about, Mrs. Dawſon, and two of 
the maids were in the room. Fanny + 
was brought to herſelf by hartſhorn, 
and ſprinkling cold water on her face. 
Lady Chefter and Caroline came up ſtairs, 
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as ſoon as they were compoſed. Mr. 
Hape blamed himſelf for his raſhneſs, 
while he held the hand of the poor re- 
viving Fanny in his own. Mrs. Dawſon. 
and the maids went down ſtairs. Lady 
Cheſter, Caroline, and I, ſat till ſhe was 
tolerably compoſed. Lady Cheſter a- 
roſe firſt. Caroline and I ſoon followed 
her example, and left the two lovers 
alone. 

Sir William finds himſelf fo eaſy, that 
he propoſes ſeeing his family together 
in the afternoon. Mr. Clarkſon, the 
chaplain, is to ſay prayers. What a 
folemn meeting it will be! Not a ſer- 
vant, he ſays, he expects to be abſent. 
I wiſh it was over. It is impoſſible, I 
think, that every one will ſtand it. 
Lady Renton and my aunt are to be 
abſent. 

Good God! my dear Nancy, what 
an awful meeting! O may it make a 

laſting 
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laſting impreſſion on my mind, that I 
may be enabled to do my duty in ſuch 

manner, as to look back with pleaſure 
on a well-ſpent life. At four o'clock 
all the family, as was intended, except 


Lady Renton and my aunt, were aſ⸗ 
ſembled in Sir William's bed-chamber. 


With tears in their eyes did every one 
go in. Sir William, leaning on his el- 
bow in the bed, ſaid, My dear chil- 
« dren and friends, I am very glad to ſee 
“you all aſſembled, I did not think 
« my family was fo large as it appears 
« to be, now you are all met. Mr. 
« Clarkſon,” continued he, © is it not 
very ſtrange (ſeeing moſt of us with 
« handlerchicts at our eyes) that what 
% ſooner or later muſt happen to all, 
« ſhould affect my good friends fo ?” 
It is natural, Sir Villiam, and allow- 
able,“ replied Mr. Clarkjon, © to 
« grieve for a worthy perion whom we 

| B 4 „ love; 
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nh love; but I hope we ſhall be enabled 
tee to ſupport our loſs, if it ſhould pleaſe 
** God to deprive us of our beſt friend, 

* and be reſigned to his divine will.” 
% hope ſo, Mr. Clarkſon,” ſaid Sir 
William, and making a bow with his head: 
Mr. Clarkſen began prayers. They were 
very ſhort, fervent, and proper for the 
occaſion. After prayers, he gave a 
ſhort diſcourſe on the vanity of all earth- 
ly enjoyments, of the uncertainty of 
every thing but death, and an exhor- 
tation to all preſent to improve the ta- 


' Tents God had given them, and to hve 


ſuch lives as that they might die the 
death of the righteous, and have their 
latter end like theirs. After he had 
finiſked his diſcourſe, he gave another 
ſhort prayer, and concluded with the 
uſual thankſgiving. 

Sir William then fat up in his bed, 


and deſired Suſan to ſupport him with 


pillows. 
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pillows. We all moved as if we would 


aſſiſt, but were unable to proceed. 
« Now,” ſaid he, © as Mr. Clarkſon 


« has very pathetically told you your 


ce duty, I have little elſe to ſay, than to 
cc beg you will make a. proper uſe of 
&« what you have heard. As a dying 
“man, I put you in mind of its import- 
ce ance; and you, my children, in par- 
« ticular, I adviſe to comfort one an- 
e other, and continue to be dutiful to 
& the beſt of mothers : Remember the 
e care and anxiety with which ſhe 
brought you up. I beleve 1 have 
« occaſion to ſay little on this head 
« but the beſt have need to be remind- 
* ed of their duty. There may be ſe- 
e yeral children in the room, who have 
e parents as well as mine. I {peak to 
* you in general. Remember, it is as 
* much your duty to-take care of them 
& in their old age, as it is the duty of 
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<« parents to take care of their children 
ein their helpleſs infancy.— George, you 
<« have long been a faithful, honeſt, 
« ſervant. My father gave you to 
« me as a treaſure, I have found you 
e ſuch, and have conſidered you ac- 
„ cordingly. I recommend you to the 
« care of my ſon Harry, who, on your 
e own account, as well as for the me- 
“ mory of his father, will ſee you ſpend 
your latter days in eaſe.” 

The good old man kneeled down, 
and, lifting up his hands and eyes, ſaid, 
« O God! reward the goodneſs of my 
« maſter from generation to genera- 
* tion! He aroſe, leaned his head on 
the wainſcot, and was ſilent. Good 
« old man,” ſaid Sir William, © the 
e prayer of the righteous availeth 
« much.” Every one was fo affected, 
that it was with the greateſt difficulty 
we kept from crying aloud. Suſan, and 

another 
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another of the maids went out, but ſoon 
returned. I ſee,” ſaid Sir William, 
« you are all too much affected. I 
&« will not detain you. Every ſervant 
« will find I have remembered them, ac- 
« cording to what I have heard of their 
merit, and the time they have been 
e in the family. I hope they will all 
ce continue to ſhew a good example to 
* one another, and be valued as they 
« deſerve. Mr. Clarkſon; you will ſit 
e down by me. You may all retire,” 
Nell, who could contain her ſobs no 
longer, cried aloud. Sir Charles and 


Lady Chefter hurried her out of the, 


room. We all followed, and retired to 
our ſeveral apartments. | 
I was ſurpriſed Sir William ſaid no- 
thing particular to any of the ſervants, 
except George. Mrs. Dawſon has been 
long in the family; but my aunt tells 
me, he has leit Mr. Clarkſon and her 
B 6 con- 
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conſiderably. And, as it was thought 
theſe two have an affection for each 
other, Sir William has adviſed Mr. 
Clarkſon to marry, and has recommend- 
ed it to his ſon to endeavour to make 
intereſt to get him a parſonage. Mrs. 
Dawſon, ſhe ſaid, being often in the 
room with him, he had no occaſion to 
ipeak to her in public; that ſhe ſup- 
poſed he had particularized George, in 
order to gain him reſpect amongſt the 
other ſervants, as age is but often very 
little reverenced: beſides, it was ar 
encouragement to the reſt to be faith- 
ful. +4 - 

O Nancy! was not this, as I ſaid, an 
awful meeting ! And yet there was not 
any of that horror, which we are apt to 
conceive at the thoughts of death. I 
find my ſpirits ſunk ; yet, I feel, as it 
were, a pleaſing melancholy at the 
thought, that, when death approaches 

7 to 
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to a good perſon, though he be bleſſed 
with all the comforts of life, he can 
thus lay them down without regret. 
Death, to Sir William, does not appear 
a meagre ſkeleton, followed with a 
train of terrors, or even of uncertain 
proſpects: he ſeems, on the contrary, 
the kind meſſenger of happineſs, with 
a ſmiling aſpect, inviting him to regi- 
ons of immortal bliſs, where the mercy 
and kindneſs he has ſhewn to his fel- 
low-creatures on earth, and the reve- 
rence and homage he has paid his great 
Creator, will be amply rewarded. 

The doctor thinks him much ex- 
hauſted ſince laſt night. He ſpeaks 
very little. He ſaid to my aunt this 
morning, I think, Mrs. Cathcart, I 
have remembered every thing; but 
“if I have not, I leave a fon that, I 
e am perſuaded, will make up where 
EI have been deficient. I hope you 
„ "IR 
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* and your niece will not ſuddenly 
leave my family. My dear Charlatte 
* will want your kind aſſiſtance at a 
time, when, I know, ſhe will ſtand in 
% much need of conſolation from a 
„ ſimpathizing friend. The young 
„people will be the better for Miſs 
« Cathcart*s company.” 

Alas! my deareſt Numcy, Sir William 
is now no more! I was alarmed while I 
was writing, with a confuſed noiſe below. 
I dreaded the cauſe, and, trembling, 
went down ſtairs. The firſt I met was 
Suſan, who, claſping her hands, ſobbed 
out, O Mis, my dear, dear maſter 
is gone.” I had not gone two ſteps 
farther, when the door of Sir William's 4 
bed-chamber opened,. and there came 2 
out the doctor, Mr. Clarkſon, and my 3 
aunt, carrying Lady Renton pale and 3 
breathleſs. Sir William had died, un- b 
expectedly, in her arms. I knew not 1 
whither 
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whither to turn my feet, till one of the 
ſervants called out, Mifs Cathcart ! 
« Mifs Cathcart? O come immediately 
4 to poor Miſs Caroline!“ I followed 
the maid, and found that affectionate 
girl in the fame ſituation, her two. bro- 
thers ſupporting her, and ſaying, © O 
ee my Caroline! my dear ſiſter!” I don't 
know how I had power to go. for the 
hartſhorn bottle. I remember my 
taking it off the mantle-piece, but 
know no more of what paſſed till T 
waked, and found myſelf in bed, Lady 
Cheſter ſitting by me. After I recover-- 
ed from the fit, I had ſome confuſed 
remembrance of ſeeing people about 
me; but having wanted reſt for ſo 
many nights I fell immediately, it 
ſeems, into a ſound ſleep, and waked 
not for two hours. I put by the 
curtain, and her ladyſhip aſked me how 
I did. I ſuppoſed, I faid, I had been 

ill, 
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il, but that I thought. I was very 
eaſy at preſent. I enquired for Lady 
Renton and Caroline. Thank God,” 
ſaid her ladyſhip, Caroline, and all 
s of us, are better and more compoſed 
than we were.” TI aroſe, but found 
myſelf very weak. I ſat all the even- 
ing with Caroline and Fanny, We 
ſcarcely ever ſpoke a word but ex- 
preſſed our grief more emphatically by 
our looks and ſilence. | 

This morning a mournful ſilence 
reigns through all the houſe. Lady 
Kenton wants much to fee the corple 
of her huſband; but we hope, ſhe 
will be perſuaded to alter her reſolu- 
tion. #8" | 

My aunt has juſt now received a, 
letter from my father, where he tells 
her, that, Sir George Evergreen being 
to ſail ſooner than he expected, he will 
be with her at Caft/eton to-morrow even- 

ing, 
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ing, to conduct me home the day fol- 
lowing. Does not this happen very un- 
luckily? I don't know in my heart how 
to leave this family at ſucha time as this 
is; and, what makes it worſe, Mr. Hope 
will be obliged to go ſoon. I with 
Fanny don't gueſs the reaſon of my be- 
ing taken away ſo ſuddenly, as, ſhe 
knows it was on Lady Evergreens ac- 
count that I could not accept of Lady 
FerreſPs invitation. But ſhe muſt know 
ſoon from Mr. Hope himſelf. My aunt 
is very uneaſy. She does not know 
how to leave Lady Renton. I tell 
her if ſhe will go to Caſtleton and ſee 
my father only for half an hour, twill 
4 be ſufficient. O Naxcy! did I think, 
3 when TI left London with ſuch a heavy 

heart, that I ſhould return with a heart 

more thoroughly grieved ! You can- 

not imagine, my dear girl, what pain 

I feel at the thoughts of leaving this 
country, 
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country, and this family in ſuch diſtreſs. 
Lady Evergreen will find me much 
altered. I am certain I ſhall have now 


Ivo reliſh for the company I uſed to be 


ſo delighted with. You, Nancy, and 
my couſin Betſy, are the only perſons, 
except my father, I ſhall like to fee. 
I beg, my dear, the favour of you, 
your good mother, and Polly, that they 
will ſpare you to ſtay with nie a week 
or two, till I have recovered ſome 
ſpirits. 

I fend this with the poſt this even- 
ing, ſo you will get it, probably, the 
day before I arrive. Robert and the 
captain's ſervant are going to town ex- 
preſs, but I don't chuſe to detain them 
with delivering my letter. Lord Elmer 
has ſent ſeveral meſſages here, but has 
never come himſelf, I wonder if he 
has heard of Mr. Hope being in the fa- 


mily! Lady Chefer has jult now {ent 
to 
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to aſk me down ſtairs. I go as ſoon as 
I have ſcaled my letter. I will write 
no more here. God bleſs you, my- 
deareſt Nancy Adieu. 


CLARINDA CATHOART. 


NN eee 


Miſs CatacarT, to Lady FonR RST. 


London. 

HOPE my dear Lady Forreſt re- 

ceived the card I ſent her, acquaint- 
ing her ladyſhip with my being obliged 
to leave the country ſo ſuddenly, and 
without ſeeing her. The death of that 
good man Sir William Renton, and the 
grief I left that worthy family in, have 
quite ſpread a damp over my ſpirits. I 
have our good friend, Nancy, with me, 
who does all ſhe can to divert my. me- 
lancholy. A little time, I tell her, will 
Wear 
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wear it off. I can't expect it will ge 
all at once. Beſides, Lady Forreſt, I 
believe I am only now what I ought 
always to be; for don't you think I 


am naturally too gay ? Yet I know my 
letters will be very inſipid at preſent , 
but I could not think of depriving 
myſelf of a correſpondence, which you 
was fo good to propoſe. 

I left. my aunt at Renton Park, where 
ſhe is to continue till after Sir William 
is buried. She only ſtaid an hour with 
my father at Caſtleton, and returned to 
that truly afflicted family. Lord Ed- 
gar and Mr. Temple had heard of my 
being to leave the country, ſo waited 
on my father and me, and came along 
with us the whole way to London. 
Whether buſineſs or gallantry led them 
to this, I know not, but as they choſe to 
be filent on the ſubject, you know, I 
was not to thank them for the compli- 

ment. 
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ment. My father gave them an invita- 
tion to dine with us the next day, which 
they accepted, and were to ſet out the 
following morning for the country. 

I have been twice with Lady Ever- 
green. She is buſied in chuſing an aſſort- 
ment of fine cloaths, and preparing 
every thing for her voyage. She ſays 
ſne is quite in the vapours at the 
thought of leaving dear London; but 


I cannot ſay I ſee any thing of it; for 


ſhe appears to me to be as gay as ever. 
She ſays the country has made me quite 
ſtupid. Her ladyſhip has made me a 
preſent of a very handſome diamond 
ſolitaire. My father makes Nancy and 
me go out every morning an airing in a 
poſt-chaiſe He has ſome thoughts, he 
ſays, of having one of his own this 
winter. Oh, Lady Forreſt! how was 
all the happineſs we propoſed at Sir 
William's ball fruſtrated! Gracious 

| heaven! 
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heaven when I look back, and think 
how merry he was pairing us all, and 
then faid, But 1 fancy, Lady For- 
8 et, it will be better to let them chuſe 
„ for themſelves; only remember, I 
<< intend to lead up the ball with Lady 
* Renton.” What a ſudden change 
How uncertain are ' the pleaſures. of 
life! My couſin Bet/y will have it, that 
my reflections are merely the effect of 
low ſpirits. Perhaps they may: but 
though I ſhould again recover them, I 
don't think I ſhall ever enjoy, ſo much 
as I have done, happineſs in proſpect. 
I beg, my dear Lady Forreſt, you will 
cultivate the intimacy, that ſeemed to 
be commencing between you and that 
family. I ſincerely wiſh it for both 
your fakes. I hope your ladyſhip 


will favour me with a letter as ſoon as 


convenient. My father joins with me 
in compliments to you and Sir Ro- 
bert. 
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Bert. I beg mine may be made accept- 
able to Lady Dowager. Nancy writes 
by the ſame poſt. I am my dear Lady 
Forret's much obliged, and moſt hum- 
ble ſervant, | 


CLARINDA CATHCART. 


IL II EE A KA A ECAC ACA 
AZsCarncarTt, to Miſs Fanny RENTON, 


My dear Fanny, 


A CORDING to my promiſe, I 
acquaint you with my ſafe arrival. 
But you can't imagine, my dear girl, 
how anxious I am to hear how Lady 
Kenton and the family are. IJ only write 
theſe few lines, in hopes of a return, 
ſince I can have nothing material to 
ſay ſo ſoon after my arrival. I hope 
the good ſenſe that, i know, reigns in 
the family, will ſoon reſtore all of you 
to your uſual ſc:eniry. I won't trouble 

you 
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you with compliments, but believe me 
to be, with a thouſand good wiſhes for 
the happineſs of every individual, 

Your ſincere Friend, 


| CLarinda CATHCART, 


P. S. Having a frank, I trouble you 
with the encloſed for my aunt. 1 
ſuppoſe ſhe is ſtill with you. 


Lady ForresT, to Miſs CATHCART. 


My dear Clarinda, + 


IR Robert and I are both ex- 
tremely ſorry at being deprived 

of your company ſo much ſooner than 
we expected. As to your apology for 
not being at Forreſt Abbey, it 1s but 
too good not to be accepted. I ſin- 
cerely fimpathize with that good family 
in 


"Miſs Clarinda Catbcart. 25 


in their grief. Lnever heard of a man 
ſo much, nor ſo juſtly, regretted. 
His tenants and ſervants, they ſay, are 
quite inconſolable, though, I am ſure, 
to appearance, Sir Harry promiſes to 
have all the good qualities of his fa- 
ther; and, I dare ſay,” will make a 
good maſter. Sir Robert ſays, he never 
ſaw, at a burial, ſo many ſincere mourn- 
ers. He mentions an old ſervant of 
Sir Williams, with his ſilver locks, 
whoſe grief affected all near him. The 
whole family were at church on Sunday. 
The Rev. Dr. Barton preached a. fu- 
neral ſermon. There was not, I am 
certain, a dry eye in the whole church. 
The text was in the Pſalms: I was 
dumb, and opened not my mouth, becauſe 
thou didjſt it. Poor Miſs Fanny had near 
fainted, and was led out of the church 
by Lord Elmor, and Mr. Hope ſoon fol- 
lowed. She recovered. when ſnie got 
Vox. II. Cc a 
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nie an. to 16- 
turn. 

It is ho. —— 
before he died, ſent for Mr. Hape, and 
joined Miſs Famry's hand in his, at the 
ſame time giving them his bleſſing. 
You will know if this be truth. If 
it is, what will become of poor Lord 

Elmor? Indeed I ſcarce believe it, as, 
I underſtand, Mr. Hape has nothing of 
his own, but depends entirely on Mr. 
Friendly, who, it is not to be ſuppoſed, 
can do much for him. 
- Sir Witham, it ſeems, has left each 
of his daughters goool. The cap- 
tain 7000“. Sir Harry comes into a 
eſtate of 20007. a year, only bur- 
thened with Lady Nenton's jointure, 
which is goo. a year, and a jointure- 
houſe, which, it is ſuppoſed, ſhe will 
g to wich the younger children, when 
Sir Herty thinks proper to marry. He 
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has left ready money ſufficient. to pay 
off the younger children, beſides other 
legacies. Not a ſervant in the houſe, 
but he has remembered. TWO 
hundred pounds he has ordered for the 
poor of the pariſh. Sir Robert had this 
account from Mr. Clarłſan, who added, 
that his worthy maſter had left him far 
above what he could poſſibly have 
expected, but did not mention the 
ſum. 
I am ſorry, my dear, to find, both by 

your own account, and Nancy's, that 
you are fo low ſpirited. My letter, 
you. will ſay, is not wrote to raiſe them. 
But I know, my dear, by the experi- 
ence of a much. heavier affliction, that 
they, will riſe of courſe. There would 
be few chearful and happy people in 
the world, if time did not only alle- 
Mate, but even almoſt wear out the 
memory of their forrows. # als 
Ci C 2 Sir 
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Sir Robert and I are in hopes you 
have made a conqueſt of Lord Edgar. 
T ſincerely wiſn you may. He has an 
extreme good character, and his eſtate, 
Sir Robert ſays, is ſufficient to keep up 
his rank. I ſhould rather, Clarinda, 
you were married to a gentleman with a 
mall fortune, than to a poor lord; but 
that will not be the caſe, if you get 
Lord Edgar. 

I was diverted to hear of Lady Ever- 
green's vapours. Though a fine lady, I 
never heard hercomplain of them before. 
I dare ſay ſhe will be quite elevated with 
her own conſequence, where ſhe is go- 

ing. They tell me, ſhe will receive as 
much homage as the queen, and that, 
you know, her ladyſhip delights in. ' 1 
wiſh no misfortune may befall poor 
Dick in the voyage. If he ſhould 
happen to be ſea-fick, her ladyſhip would 


get the vapours in ecarneſt. It was a 
5 2 very 


Miſs Clarinda Cathcart: 29 


very genteel preſent, the diamond ſoli- 
taire. I thank her ladyſhip for that. 
Lady Forreſt returns you her compli- 
ments. She ſays, you are an amiable 
young woman, and hopes you will, one 
day, make ſome good man happy. 
You know.you have Sir Robert's beſt 
wiſhes, and mine; ſo, without cere- 
mony, my dear, I only beg you will 
remember me, in the kindeſt manner, 
to your worthy father, and am, 


Your's, &c. 
SALLY FORREST. 


P. S. I ſee Lord Edgar in the great 
walk with Sir Robert. I ſuppoſe we 
ſhall have him to dine with us. Re- 
9 member, Clarinda, you promiſed me, 
3 aeg honour, not to follow my ex- 
A ample, in concealing your matrimonial. 
3 ſcheme, till it be near concluded. If 
Y C 3 you 
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you do, I will never forgive you, as 
you cannot poſſibly have the ſame rea- 
fon I had, Beſides, you know, you 


will be much the better for my advice. 
Adieu. 


Miſs CATHCART, 70 Lady Foxkksr. : 


'HAD the favour, my dear Lady 
Forreſt, of your obliging letter. 
The firſt part of it gave me (I may ſay) 
a pleaſing pain. To hear of ſo many 
new inſtances of the death of a good 
' man being ſo much regretted, makes 
one pleaſed with the world in general, 
1 at the ſame time that we grieve for our 
| j articular loſs. 
li | As you obſerve, Lady Forreſt, I be- 
1 lieve there is no great danger of my 
natural ſpirits not returning; and as 
you mention Lord Edgar ſo particu- 
wack! larly,. 
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hrly, 1 imagine you think a lover 
would contribute not a little to produce 
that effect. 

Now ſuppoſe 1 ſhould, without any 
further ſolicitation, or intreaty, confer 
on you the honour of being my con- 
_ fidante! As to your reminding me of 
my promiſe, I thought your ladyſhip 
had known the world better, than to 
put a perſon of my dignity in mind of 
a promiſe. However, as I have ſome 
intereſt in performing, like other poli- 
ticians, L will make a merit of it at 
this time. But, ſtop; let me conſider 
Make Lady Forreft my confidante! She, 
who was deſperately in love with Sir 
Robert before marriage, and is now his. 
affectionate dutiful wife] who tells him 
all the thoughts of her heart, enter- 
tains him with all her epiſtolary correſ- 
pondence, and ſays, My dear Sir Ro- 
bert, is ſhe not a lively girl? Can ſhe 

C 4 be 
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be a proper perſon to entruſt, who, has: 
no ſecrets to give in return, and who! 
will undoubtedly reveal mine, when ſhe: 
knows them? And to whom? — h, 
frightful !—to a — — Clarinda, 
retract. 

I am extremely — Lady F. inns; . 
it is not in my power to oblige- you at: 
this time. A relation of my own has. 
made application, and, you know, one 
cannot refuſe a relation. But then, let. 
me think again I muſt have one to 
tell my ſecrets to in town, and another 
to whom I may have the pleaſure of 
writing them in the country — And. 
where ſhall I find a proper one in the. 
country? Suppoſe. one of the Miſs 
Kenicn's ?. No, for particular reaſons, 
not one of them will anſwer And I. 
muſt have one to write to. Well, 
what if I ſtill truſt Lady Forreſt ? The. 
men, it. is ſaid, never divulge a ſecret. 
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And then, you know, if I ſhould never: 
aſk Lady Forreſt, whether or not ſhe 
keeps my letters from Sir Robert, it is 
the ſame thing if I don't know, Whe- 
ther he knows or not. — Well ſaid, Cla- 
rinds ! I always knew you would make 
an excellent politician. 

How happy am I, my dear Lady 
Forreſt, to have found out a flaiy in the 
character of the relation I mentioned, 
which, to be ſure, gives me a fair oppor- 
tunity to break my promiſe to her, and 
to confer an office on your ladyſhip, 
which you are ſo capable to fill, and of. 
which you are ſo worthy.. 

And now, my dear Lady Forreſt, to 
be ſerious; I hope you will, pardon my 
giving way to my- whimſical humoyys 
You know I aways make my pen run 
where the fancy ſtrikes me. And now 
L-ſuppole, by this time, you are con- 
firmed in your opinion, that I have got 

C5 a. lover, . 
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a lover, and that he has had the wiſhed- 
for effect of enlivening my ſpirits. 

Well, as your ladyſhip can judge ſo 
well of the cauſe by the effects; for 
_ that, as well as for many other reaſons, 
I think I muſt truſt you. Then know,. 
Lady Forreſt, on Saturday laſt, Nancy and 
I were juſt returned from our airing, . 
when my father came in to us in the din- 
ing room. I beg pardon,” faid he, 
« Miſs Floyd, for leaving you alone, 
„ but I want to talk a little to you, 
* Clarinda, in my cloſet.” He imme 
diately went out. I whiſpered to Nancy, 
A propoſal of marriage, I ſuppoſe,” 

drew up my head, and walked after 
him. As ſoon as I went into the clo- 
ſet, my father began. 

Well, Clarinda, I want, my dear, 
* to aſk you a queſtion, and I expect 

4 you will anſwer me ſeriouſſy. ——» 
Lou may be certain, fir, I will.“ 
66 Pray 
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« Pray fit down,” ſaid he. «© Well,. 
I want to aſk you, my dear, if you 
have made any conqueſts in the coun- 

« try; are your affections engaged? 

Something, I believe, like a conſcious 

bluſh, overſpread my face. However, 
I anſwered, I think, with a tolerable 
good conſcience, © I aſſure you, fir, 1 
don't know of any conqueſt I have 
made either in town or country; 
<« but what makes you aſk me ſo ſe- 
« riouſly? 6c. Why, Clarinds,” replie d 

he, my reaſon is this: I have had a 

“ yery advantageous propoſal of mar- 

< riage for you this day; but, as I ne- 
« yer will force your inclinations, I was 
* willing, before I gave my conſent to 
“any one to pay his addreſſes to 
on you, to know whether or not your 
heart was diſengaged. I have no 
oN fear, Clarinaa, that you will. give 
your hand without aſking my ad- 
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vice.“ But who is the gentleman, 
« fir?” queſtioned I; < though, before 
I hear, F' wiſh not to marry for ſome 
< time.” As to that, Clarinda,” faid 
he, aqa good huſband can never come 
in a wrong time. It is an old fay- 
«ing, many a one marries in haſte, and 
« repents at leiſure; but, I believe, 
© there are as many of your ſex repent 
& at leiſure for refuſing in haſte; and, 
I dare fay, this would be your caſe, 
if you were fooliſh: enough to refuſe 
Lord Darniy. It ſeems, he dined 
<« with-you at Sir George Evergreen's, on 
« Wedneſday laſt; You remember 
© him, no doubt.” With eyes fixed 
on the ground, Yes, fir,” ſaid I, 
but“ But. what, my dear?“ re- 
tured he. I have no ambition, ſir,” 
ſaid I, © for grandeur.— I don't think 
4 could be happy with Lord Darnh.” 
Why, Clarinda,” replied he, © I have 
> | told. 
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< told you I will not force your incli-- 
cc. nations; but I do not expect you 
will make a bad uſe. of my good- 
« nature and indulgence, by contra- 
«.dicting me for contradiction's ſake.“ 
% Indeed, my. dear Sir, replied I, 
(with the tears ſtarting in my eyes) 
« I never will; but I beg you will not 
«bring Lord Darnly to fee me: Tam 
certain I never can be his. You 
4 maze me, Clarinda, returned my 
father, I was going to tell you the: 
« particulars of the converſation I had. 
<« with his lordſhip; but 1 am afraid. 
“ you are not ſo good and dutiful A 
« daughter as I imagined. I am not 
the firſt parent that has been de- 
« ceived. But you had better con- 
« ſider of what I have told you; I 
* ſhall ſay no more on the ſubject 
< till to-morrow,” So ſaying, he left 
me.. 
And 


| 
| 
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And now; Lady Forreſt, are you not- 
as much amazed, and as angry with me, , 
as is my honoured father? Refuſe the ad- 
dreſſes of a rich and noble peer, neither 
old nor ugly! Your ladyſhip borrows 
. that of the Suſpicious Huſband, I will. 
repay you from Pope: © 


Men, ſame to buſineſs, Fern 
But every woman is, at heart, a rake. 


Oh, heaven! what put it in his 

| head to hand ſuch a fib down to poſte- 

i rity? And what put it in my head, 

| you will fay, to write it down juft now ? 

| Why, my dear, your borrowing from 
Ranger; that's all —And then the 
conqueſt of a. young nobleman, thou oh... 
| rejected, gives one ſpirits, eſpecially 

| when one has a favoured lover lying 
| in embrio, and can give the lye to the 
| 


OP, — — „%. — 


above lines, by ſhewing, that the gay, 
tprightly Clarinda can fix at once, with- 
Out 


Miſs Clarinda Cathcart. 3 


out having the leaſt: inclination to co- 
quet it one half hour with my lord. 
Now, are you again amazed, how 
Ficould give fuch an anſwer to my fa- 
ther's. ſerious queſtion, when Ceaſe 
your wonder, Lady; Forreft;: dont 
judge raſhly cannot you ſuppoſe, that 
L cold the truth, and that my rejecting 
2 title, becauſe. I could not love the 
intitled, has been rewarded by the affer 
of a gentleman, agreeable to my taſe? 
Now, Lady Fare, ſhall I be really 
ſerious? 
| My father left me in the. dloſer,. 
where I continued a few. minutes mu- 
fing, and then made the beſt of my 
way to Nan, and told her all that had 
paſſed. She had no notion, I believe, 
more than I, that what I ſuppoſed in 
jeſt, ſhould be confirmed in earneſt. 
I told her my reſolution of haying no- 
thing to ſay to my lord at preſent, 
which 
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which my dear Nancy was far from diſ- 
approving: She knew very well I had 
no certainty of having made a conqueſt, 
as I told my father; yet ſne knew, at 
the fame time, that my heart was far 
from being in the ſame ſituation as 
when I firſt went into the country; I 
ſuppoſe you now gueſs Lord Edgar; 
but in that my dear Lady Forreſt is 
miſtaken. But will not your ladyſhip 
blame me for allowing my affections to 
be engaged without any application, 
and be ready, with Nancy, to put me 
in mind of my former ſecurity ?. But, 
my dear Lady Forreſt, let me aſk you 
a queſtion: Did you never take up the 
wrong ſide of an argument, merely to 
enliven the converſation? What a dull 
ſet of mortals ſhould we be, if every 
body were to agree in the ſame thing ? 
Don't the rpm, think you, when 


defending a bad cauſe, beſides the de- 
light 
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light they have in pocketing the caſh 

take a pleaſure in their quibbles and 

quirks : ? Don't the judges, whoſe opi- 

nions are given according to conſcience, 

ſuppoſe they would have done ſo and 

ſo, when, God knows, if the caſe had: 

been their own, the very beſt, perhaps, 

would have done the contrary ? Now» 

you may, as you pleaſe, ſuppoſe me 

an able lawyer, or a conſcientious judge, 

and, I think, I cannot, as either, fink 

in your ladyſhip's eſteem. And now, 

having confeſſed the truth, and, per- : 

haps, endeavoured to make black white, 

let me tell you, though I found my in- 

clinations a. little fettered, I was not 

without hopes, in caſe my favourite 

ſwain ſhould never pay his addreſſes to. 

me, I aſſure you, I was not without 

hopes of getting the better of my pre- 

poſſeſſion. But then to have admitted 

of. my lord's viſits as a lover, prepoſ-- 
ſeſſed. 
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ſed as I was, I could never have an- 
ſwered it to my own heart; and, I am 
certain, if my father had inſiſted on my 
doing ſo, I ſhauld have been very un- 
happy; and the more ſo, as I could 
not, you know, give him my reaſons. 
| With Nancy was I conſulting how 
| I ſhould behave, when the poſt brought 
| me a letter from. Miſs Fanny Renton, 
and one. incloſed. (now I know you. 
gueſs right) from. Sir Harry. I here 
give you the contents of both. I be- 
gin with my dear Fanmy v. 


% My dear Clarinda, 

4 Hope your goodneſs will excuſe: 
L my being fo long before I wrote 
| to you. You ſimpathized too ſin- 
« cerely with the diſtreſs of this family, 

not to impute my ſilence to the true 

* cauſe, We are ſtill but in a melan- 
«-choly way. We ſtalk up and down 
— 4 the. 
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the houſe, only (I think) like the 
« ſhadows of what we were. But time, 
« they ſay, gets the better of the ſe-. 
t yereft afftiction. My mother, I think, 

« bears. up. better than any of us, 
« which is no ſmall mercy. I incloſe a 
letter, which, I imagine, will very 
% much. ſurpriſe you. Ifuſpected 
« Harry a little, but I don't think 
«you did. Oh, my dear Clarinda, 
« you can't conceive how much I love 
*« my brother! I would do any tlling 
to promote his happineſs. He can- 
© not, I am certain, be more anxious 
« for a favourable anſwer from you. 
« than I am. He knew that you had 
&« all my ſecrets; ſo thought, my dear, 
« of courſe I had yours. He came 
„ to me the other day in the garden. 
«I was amazed; for he trembled. 
s when he began to ſpeak. I am go- 
Ling, faid he, Fanny, to aſk you a. 
« queſtion, 


* 
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« queſtion, which I am afraid to hear 
«© an anſwer to; and yet, my dear, you 
e“ muſt anſwer me ſincerely. I was go- 
<« ing to ſay, my whole happineſs de- 
« pends on your anſwer; but, alas! 
though it. ſhould be agreeable, it 
will be far from diſſipating my fears: 
* Do you know; Clarinda, though 
Caroline and I had been ſaying that 
« we thought Harry in love with you, 
yet it did not occur to me, at the 
time, that he was going to ſpeak of it. 
«. What in the name of wonder, my dear 
« Harry, ſaid I, are you going to aſk ? 
& Will you anfwer me ſincerely? re- 
© turned he. I will, upon my ho- 
& nour, laid I. Oh, Fanny, rephed 
« he, tell me, then, is Miſs Cathcars 
engaged? Now, my dear Clarinda, 
J contels I immediately told him, 
*-you was not. I need not tell you 


? Show he behaved, or what he ſaid; 
his 
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<, his hopes and his fears! PI will only 
<« aſſure you, like a true lover, the 
e laſt were predominant. You will 
« not, perhaps, believe me ſincere, 
e when I ſay, that Ido not wiſh more 
60 earneſtly Mr. Hopes return from the 
iel Indies, than 1 do to call my 
10 Clorinda, liſter. But; my dear, 1 
will not allow you to ſuſpect my 
<6 ſincerity : only put me in mind, 
« that I dont 3 — wh Own 
c beat. | | 
Poa” ' know very well, dum, 
When vou went away, that Mr. Hope 
<«%was ſoon to leave me. It was not 
18 long k before Was ãnformed, that my 
e genéfös, kind brother” was agent 
2 „and inſiſted' on ein 
two thoufand pohn⁰ds to thy ert 
0 Wee Curb une aid ſhe would 
cheat fully give uß tuo thoufand of 
leres e keep m ab Hm. 
20 0 Mis 
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Werner offer, you may believe, 
N neither Mr. Hope or 1 would ac- 
bu cept. Harm went to conſult Mr. 
2 Friendy, who adviſed with ſeveral of 
3 but all agree it is abſo- 
— utely neceſſary he ſhould go abroad. 
N They fy, his ſtay may be ſhort; ſo, 
L. dear, we muſt acquieſoe, and 
< ought to be very thankful, that our 
« proſpe& of happineſs is neither fo 


< diſtant nor ſo dark as it was. Harry 


< has acquainted Lord Elmor. 
Heap- 
b < peared much affected, but, reco- 
; vering himſelf, wiſhed us all happi- 
4 and told my brother he would 
et out, next day, to An eſtate he has 
Win che norch. 1 ſincerely, pity him, 


ner but I hope abſence, will 


e prove an effectual cure. 
Tha, wal dear Lady T7 arreſt, "a Was 
the hole of aum letter, ex 

except the 
usual concluding ata Fov 


erfly ? 
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Foe what you heard of Mr. Hope: was 
true enough, omitting only chat cit- 
hands; but he knew very well, and 
did not diſapprove of their engage- 
ments. I Will now give you the con- 
tents of Sir Harry's letter; for I am 
reſulved not to truſt you by halves. 


Madam, 
* is in the utmoſt dread of your 
1 diſpleaſure, that I venture to di- 
-«. cloſe a paſſion, which my behaviour, 
hen you was at Renton Park, 
4 might have given you ſome cauſe to 
e are Lord Edgar ſpoke high in 
e your praiſe, before ever 1 had che 
<< pleaſure of ſeeing you but, Ol 
„my deareſt angel, allow me to pour 
forth the overflowings of my heart, 
< by telling you, chat your modeſt 
'*<Þptightlineſs, joined to your good 
« ſenſe, 


-- 
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:« ſenſe; and unaffected behaviour, has 
ſo far taken poſſeſſion of my heart, 
that my whole happineſs depends on 
your being favourable to my wiſhes. 


« Often did I reſolve to throw myſelf 


at your feet; but as often did my 
fears check me, till your leaving 


« Renton' Park made me at laſt come 


to a reſolution to know my fate. I 
was writing to you, when my dear 
father was taken ill; and it is im- 
'< poſſible for me to expreſs what 1 
* ſuffered betwixt the fear of loſing 
the beſt of parents, and my uncer- 
« tainty with regard to you. I confeſs 
did all I could to | baniſh thoughts 
of love at a time, when, Iimagined, 
the affection I had for my father 
Ls ougnhtt to ſtiſſe every other ſentiment. 


< I kept my chamber, and ſaw you as 


{*< little as "oy. | 
lia odor ee ni, th But, 
W. . b 
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But, good heaven! what did 1 
* feel, when, after loſing. my ever- 
* valued parent, and had ſcarce 
* brought my ſiſter to life, I be- 
6 held you drop ſenſeleſs at my feet ! 
“No one can conceive the ſituation of 
« my mind. All nature ſeemed to 
« ficken; and I could have withed, 
« at that moment, to have quitted 
the world, to free me from the in; 
« ſupportable anguiſh of my. mind, 
In a few minutes life again quivered 
on your lips. A ray of pleaſure 
ce took. poſſeſſion of my heart, when I 
„ ſaw the inimitable beauty of your 


face return. You was immediately 


e conveyed to bed. Lady Cheſter, be- 
ing more compoſed than any of the 
* reſt, attended you. How did your 
tender ſenſibility, if it were poſſible, 
* endear you ſtill more to my heart. 
But I did not again venture to {ce 
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you, though I heard you was reco- 
« yered, and fitting with my ſiſters. 

« Next day I was informed of the 
letter your aunt had received, and 
« of your being, unexpectedly, on the 
« morrow, to ſet out for London. Town, 
% madam, the fears of a rival almoſt 
t diſtracted me; and what could I do, 
at a time, when, had I mentioned 
love, you certainly would, and ought 
* to have defpiſed me? I wrote a line 
« to Lord Edgar, who was the only 
« one that knew of my paſſion. 1 
* begged him to attend you to Lon- 
% Jon; and, as it was probable your 
father would aſk him to his houſe, 1 
i begged him to bring me word, if 
« thete was any gentleman met you 
ec on the road, or was at your houſe, 
& that he could ſuſpect as a lover. He 
&« brought me word there was not. My 
« ſiſter Faum tells me you are not en- 
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« gaged. Yet, O Miſs Cathcart ! What 
* reaſon have I to expect ſuch beauty, 
« ſuch merit, ſhould fall to my ſhare ! 
But I am unable any longer to bear 
« the rack of ſuſpenſe. ile 
My writing on this ſubject, J fear, 
e you will think unpardonable at a 
<© time, when all our family are fo 
deeply afflicted. It will not appear 
* more ſo, madam, to you, than it 
does to me. But love, all- powerful 
“love, beats down reaſon, and I hope, 
(yes, madam, I muſt hope, ) from 
your angelic goodneſs, will plead my 
e excuſe. Duty calls me, at preſent, 
ce to ſee the laſt deſire of my father ful- 
e filled. I will, in every thing. But, if 
„ my dear Miſs Cathcart would con- 
* deſcend to give me the moſt diſtant 
* hope, I ſhould be more able to go 
< through with it, and would wait, 
6 with patience, till a proper time, 
D's e that 
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_ © that I could throw myſelf at her 
feet with the approbation of all who 
« with my happineſs. 

“With a paſſion, deareſt madam, 
aas laſting as ſincere, I ſubſcribe 
<« myſelf, 

Four unalterable abate: | 
„H. RENTOx.“ 


Now will my dear Lady Forreſt aſ- 
cribe to my vanity the tranſcribing this 
paſſionate epiſtle. Why ſhould I pre- 
tend to be free of a foible ſo natural to 
my ſex ? But, ſure, I had not- done Sir 
Harry juſtice, if I had only told you I 
had received a letter, without letting 
you ſee the ſtruggles he has had be- 
twixt grief and fear, duty and love. 
My dear Nancy was quite overjoyed. 
She read in my face, ſhe ſaid, a letter 
from Sir Horry. She aſked me how I 


intended to behave. I relolyed directly 
E 6 Ul -f 
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to ſnew it to my father; at leaſt as ſoon 
as he ſnould ſpeak to me about Lord 
Darnly, which, you know, he had told 
me would be next day. 

I waited with impatience. At the 
ſame time a childiſh fear made me 
tremble every time I expected he was 
going to begin the ſubject. He did 
not uſe the ceremony of again taking 
rae to his cloſet. Van was gone to 
her mother's; fo he fat down in the 
dining-room, and aſked me, if I had 
confidered on what he had been ſaying. 
« Yes, fir,” faid I, „I have conſidered ; 
TJ have got, I have got, (opening my 
* pocket-book) I have got, fir, a let- 
«ter. There it is; if you pleaſe, you 
* may read it.” He took it out of 
my hand; read it through; then re- 
turning it“ So, I ſuppoſe, Clarinda, 
you prefer Sir Harry to Lord Darnly?” 
A heavy figh! I believe,“ faid he, 

yy D 3 a ſigh 
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* a figh from one of your ſex, when 
© afked a queſtion of this kind, means 
«Yes. Well, my dear Clarinda, (tak- 
ing my hand) I am very glad you 
*© have ſo good a reaſon for rejecting 
Lord Darnly, 1 ſuppoſe you have 
had ſome expectation of this letter. 
If Sir Harry is near as good a man 
as his father, by what I have heard 
« of his character, you have the proſ- 
<« pect of being very happy. I have 
«© no ambition, Clarinda, more than you 
have, for grandeur. A good man, 
ein the ſtation of a gentleman, and a 
moderate fortune, would be as ac- 
e ceptable to me for a ſon-in-law, as 
ce the firſt duke in England. Sir Harry 
is above what you had any title to 
« expet; and ſince he pleaſes you, 
my dear, I ſhall acquaint Lord Darn, 
e that I underſtand he has been too 
<« late. Let me ſee Sir Harry's letter 


cc 1 
* again. 
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© again” Reads Love has, indeed, 
ia little got the better of him (return: 
ing it) but you muſt certainly write 
* (chucking me under the chin) and 
give him hope, Clarinda.,—What ſay 
« you?” —< I ſhall write, ſir,” replied I, 
4 to his ſiſter, Miſs Fanny. That let- 
© ter came encloſed in one from her.” 
« Well, well, Clarinda,” returned he, 
<« yau beſt know the punctilios of your 
* ſex, I ſee I need not adviſc you not 
to be cruel,” 

He went out of the room, and left 
me as well as could be expected alter 
After what? — After retuling a young 
nobleman, and on the point at engag- 
ing myſelf to a knight baronet. Yet, 
you can't ſay I was like the aſs between 
two bundles of hay. I think I have 
given ſufficient proof of the contrary. 

But now are you in pain to know 
how. J kept up the dignity of my ſex, 

. „„ - 
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by mixing up a pretty conundrum: like 
letter to poor Fanny, to ſhew her bro- 
ther; a letter, which he, one minute, 
would think as much as he could ex- 
pect in return to a firſt declaration, 
and, the next, look on as an abſolute 
refuſal. Such a letter, perhaps, I 
might have wrote; but then it would 
have coſt me ſome trouble. No, 
that won't anſwer. Another! No; 
both committed to the flames. A third 
No; muſt ſleep and wake on it. In 
ſhort, two or three poſts might have 
paſſed before I had got it finiſned to 
my mind; and what, my dear, might 
have happened in the time? Poor Sir 
Harry might have taken the lover's 
Heap. (Lord Darnhy, 1 ſuppoſe, has 
hanged or drowned himſelf by this 
time.) The diſconſolate Clarinda, un- 
able to bear the ſtings of her own con- 


ſcience, or Luppore d the loſs of Harry; 
takes 
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takes the fly to Caſtleton ; and, from the 
kuge rock at the ſea-ſide, which com- 
mands a view of the gentlemen's ſeats 
many miles round, looks at Renton 
Park, once the ſeat of joy; takes one 
look of Forres Abbey; then again to 
Renton Park; beats her breaſt; then 
plunges heaclong into the ſea. 


O! all ye maidens! wks warning by my fale, 
JOY not your kindneſs till it is ba 


O lord, 1 have no genius * poetry; 
fate, hate, late; till it is too late. Yes, 
that will do. By the bye, 1 believe L 
have read. it in ſome old ballad, but 
would have paſſed it - on myſelf for my 
own. I can't keep my promiſe, Lady 
Forreft, in being ſerious; but marriage, 
you know, ſeitles theſe fliglits of the head, 
and, I aſſure you, my letter to Famzy 
ſeems to preſage it much; at, Laſt ] 
think ſo, but I give you leave to judge: 

F D 8. ( [, 


58 The HISTORY of 


, Clarinda Cathcart, give it under 
* my hand, that having no pre- engage- 
ment, am ready to take Sir Harry 
& Renton, baronet, for better and for 
* worſe, as ſoon as he thinks it con - 
*© venient, and a decent time after his. 
c father's death; but not judging pro- 
* per to write to a young gentleman a 
s return to his firſt letter, and being 
&« afraid of bad conſequences if I 
„ ſhould wait for another, addreſs 
e this to Miſs Fanny Renton, ſiſter to 
« the abovementioned baronet.” —— 
Huſh! Lady Forreſt, none of your 
exclamations to Sir Robert. Though 
the girl, I believe, wrote much to the 
fame purpoſe, I aſſure you, it was pret- 
tily varniſhed over with female deli- 
cacy.—You know, Fanny, I have no 
engagement; but you know the duty 
I owe my father: To be ſure, I believe 
he will allow me to follow my inclina- 
E tions; 
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tions; and I ſhould be very ungrateful 
if I did not reckon myſelf obliged to 
Sir Harry for the good opinion he has 
of me; and I am certain my father 
will be very glad to fee any of the fa- 
mily at his houſe when it is conve- 
nient, Now you are pleaſed, Lady 
_ Farvgft, and pray what's the difference? 


ference. Well, well, if you ane-pleak-. 


ed, and Sir Ham be pleaſed, Fawy 
and Nanq be plealed, that's I 
with the addition f 
Your much obliged, | 
And never better-pleaſed,. | | 


| CLARNDA CATHCART;. 


Ih 


—  —_ 
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HI my dear Lady Forreſt! tis 

\ /' impoſſible to tell you my grief: 
Our dear Clarinda (but, I dare ſay 
the news has reached you by this time) 
every one believes, is murdered. Good 
God ! how: my hand trembles! I can- 
not tell you the + particulars... Her 
Couſin Betſy, too, what a ſhocking af. 
fair ! Mr. Cathcart, no wonder, is in 
the utmoſt diſtraction. Mrs. Roberts is 
inconſolable for the loſs of her grand- 
child, the only comfort of her old age. 
O Lady Forreſt | you don't know what 
a friend I have loſt in my Clarinda!- 
But why do I fay ſo? You knew her 
as well as I; and how muſt every one, 
that knew her but half as well, mourn . 
her loſs? Expreſſes are ſent every 
ere; to ſee and find out the villains. 
N 1 | Sir. 
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Sir Harry Renton, (the ſight: of him 
would melt the moſt obdurate heart— 
he came to town laſt night} Lord Ez: 
gar, and one Mr. Temple; they are all 
gone different ways; but how can we 
have the taſt” hope? Four days ſince 
they went! 1 don t know what I write. 
If you have not heard it already, you 
will know nothing by my incoherent 
way of writing. Yet I will not att 
tempt to tell you.” | 
You know, I believe (the dear crea- 
ture having recovered her uſual ſpirits) 
I was gone home. It was on Weaneſ- 
day morning. She ſent me a card, de- 
firing I would go out an- airing with 
her. "Polly had got the head ach, 
and was laid down. So I ſent her 
word it was not in my power. It 
ſeems ſhe then ſent to Mrs. Roberts, to 
aſk if ſhe would ſpare Beth, which the 
old lady, ſhe fays, complied with re- 
luctantly. 
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kactantly. They ſet out in one of 
Bremner's poſt-chaiſes, with Alict at- 
tending. About three o'clock Alict 
returned, and aſked if his lady was come 
home. He was anſwered, no, © Faith, 
then, {aid he, I have loſt her, but 
_ < *tis none of my fault.” He told the 
reſt of the ſervants how he had parted - 
from her; but, as they ſay, they took 
very little notice, thinking it was ſcarce 
the time ſhe generally returned. Mr, 
Cathcart, in a little time, ringing the 
bell, Alick went and told his maſter 
(on his aſking for dinner) that Miſs 
Cathcart was not yet returned, repeat- 
ing to him the ſame ſtory he had told 
the ſervants. Mr. Cathcart then deſired 
him to tell the houſe-keeper, that he 
would wait a quarter of an hour, but 
that if ſhe did not come in that time, 
ſhe might ſend up dinner. Accord- 
ingly the tune paſſed, and no word. of 


her- 


her. About five o'clock Mr. Cathcart 
began to be a little uneafy, when a 
meſſage came from Mrs. Roberts to en- 
quire for Bet. Mr. Cathcart, before 
this meſſage came, had concluded ſhe 
was gone to dine with Miſs Raberts; 
though he thought it odd ſhe had not 
ſent a meſſage to prevent his waiting. 
But this meſſage a little alarmed him. 
Fe rang again for Alict, that he might 
liſten a little more attentively to what 
he had not gen much attention to 
before. 

What Allict ſays is this. On the 
road to Vington, there came up a very 
genteel young gentleman on horſo- 
back, with his arm: ſlung in a 
crape, who rode up cloſe to the 
chaiſe, and made an apology for the 
freedom of his addreſs; and that he 
then. heard him nn & poor 


fellow 
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fellow that had overturned the chaiſe 
he was driving, and that one of the 
horſes had entangled himſelf fo in the 
harneſs, that he could not get him 
hbooſe; that he had been trying to aſſiſt 
the man, but could do little, his 
night arm being diſabled, and, un- 
lackily, he had ſent off his ſervant 
about ten minutes before, with a meſ- 
ſage to town. He then begged the la- 
dies would allow their ſervant to give 
him a little aſſiſtance, which they very 
readily complied with, and defired the 
poſt-boy to drive ſlow till he ſhould re- 
turn. The chaiſe, Mick ſaid; was down 
a little lane off the road. That he found, 
a great deal. of difficulty in putting, it to 
rights, and that the gentleman ſtaid all 
the time, and ſometimes aſſiſted with his 
left hand. . After alt was got to rights, 
the gentle man gave Allick half a crown, 


and mething, he faid, he gave the 
driver, 
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driver, who thanked him, ſaid he was 
a noble gentleman, and wiſhed he was 
going to drive him through half the 
world; that he could affure him he 
: had been a poſt-boy theſe eighteen 
years, and had never overturned a chaiſe 
before. He then gave Allick his hand, 
thanked him, and aſked him to drink 
a pot of beer; nay, faid, for that mat- 
ter, he would give him a dram, and 
they would both drink his honour's 
health. But the gentleman faid, that 
Alict had ſtaid already too long away 
from his ladies. So Allicł ſhook hands 
with the poſt-boy, and rode along with 
the gentleman, who enquired his young 

ladies names, where they lived, and 

faid his young lady (for Alick had ſaid 
he belonged only to the young lady in 
blue) was very handſome. When they 
came to a diviſion of the road, AMlick 
ſtopped, and. ſaid, he did not know 
| which 
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which road to take. The gentleman 
alked what place they were going to. 
Mict ſaid he did not know, they were 
only come out on an airing. The gen- 
tleman then took out his watch, ſaid 
he ſuppoſed the ladies had returned 
home, and expreſſed his ſorrow that 
he had not an opportunity to thank 
them for ſo readily allowing him to 
aſliſt the poſt- boy, deſired him to offer 
no fear of his lady, but galloped home, 
that he might be in time to ſerve at 
table. 

Now, my dear Lady Forreſt, what 
can be drawn from this account? Whe-- 
ther to think this has been a villain in 


the pretended gentleman aſſiſting his 
about, has taken the advantage of the 
8 abſence, who can tell? Nor, 

indeed, 
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indeed, 1s it material, fince they have 
certainly met with ſome ſort of villainy. 
Bremner has the deſcription of the poſt- 
boy and horſes put in the news papers. 
out, and the fellows ſuffer for their ter- 
rible crime. But, Oh, Lady Forreſt, 
do you think it is poſſible that our dear 
Clarinda and Miſs Roberts will ever be 
got ſafe? Do you know there was a 
thought came into my head, but my 
mother will not allow me to mention: 
it. I muſt, though, to you in confi- 
dence. It gives me ſome little hope. 
Lord Darnly ! What if he has run off 
with her! Though it would be a vil- 
lainous contrivance, yet one would 
have ſome more hope, than if ſhe had 
fallen into the hands of common rob» 
bers. My mother fays. this thought 
proceeds from my reading novels, and 
that ſhe. would not for the world chat 
L ſhould. 
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I ſhould hint at ſuch a thing of any 
gentleman. But, my dear Lady For- 
ret, don't you think there is a poſſi- 
bility of this? If you do, as you have 
nobody to controul you, I think you 
may eaſily get enquiry made if his 
lordſhip. be in London. But what do I 
ſay! He may be in London, and have 
them confined ſomewhere. I ſent for 
Act juſt now to afk if he thought 
he ſhould know the gentleman; but, 
ſtupid fellow! he faid, Yes, that's 
what he could; and then added, That 
“is to fay, if I met him on the ſame 
c horſe with his arm ſlung in the crape.” 
He 1s fare, he ſays, the gentleman was 
a good honeſt gentleman, and, he could 
anſwer for it, knows nothing of his 
lady. IL cannot fay I am of the ſame 
opinion with lick; for I think it was 
very odd in a gentleman to be on 
„ e with his right arm diſ- 
abled, 
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abled, and enn to ſend off his 
ſervant. 

How confuſed my head and my 
heart is continually beating. Every 
knock at the door alarms me. But I 
will ſend off this. Perhaps Sir Robert 
may think of ſomething to be done, 
which has not yet been thought on. 
All that are already engaged, ſeem, I 
think, unable to judge calmly. Oh, 
Lady Forreſt! may God fend us ſome 
good news of our dear Clarinda, (he 
can bring light out of darkneſs) prays 


Your afflicted F holy 


g Nancy FLovyD. 


70% The HieTtoary of 


Lady ForRREST, to Ms Frovp: 


H, my deareft Nancy, how may 
we ſimpathize with one another 
I had heard the alarming news before 
J received yours. Captain Renten 
had been here, and begged me, for 
God's ſake, to go with him to his mo- 
ther and fifters. It ſeems every one 
of the family are now acquainted with 
Sir Harry's paſſion, and all approve of 
his choice. I went with him directly 
in the chariot. Sir Robert was gone 
out. You, my dear Nancy, can eaſily 
imagine what I felt, and ſtill feel, for 
our dear friend. Good God! Who 
could have the heart to hurt her! I 
think it impoſſible to be robbers; for 
what money could they have about 
them that could induce them to mur- 
der two young creatures, who, undoubt- 
edly, 
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edly, would have given them their 
watches and money without any reſiſt- 
ance? It may be romantic, but 1 
can't help thinking it is ſome one or 
other that has no murderous intention. 
Yet Lord Darnly it cannot be; for Sir 
Robert dined with Sir Lodovic Lindſay 
two or three days before this untucky 
affair happened, who had juſt come 
from ſeeing Lord Darnly aboard the 
Packet Boat at Dover, in his way to 
Paris, where he propoſes ſpen ding the 
winter. 

I found Lady Renton and her fa- 
mily in the greateſt grief. She is of 
the ſame opinion with us, though an 
old woman, and, I dare fay, no reader 
of novels. She is in the utmoſt terror 
that her ſon is engaged m a quarrel. 
Mrs. Cathcart had not been acquainted 
with it when I went; but bad news 
Ur flies: ſhe has heard it now, though 


it 
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it was intended to have been kept ſe- 
cret from her. Mr. Cathcart, it ſeems, 
had wrote a confuſed letter to Sir Har- 
ry; but the man that came expreſs, told 
the ſtory in the ſame way you write it. 
He had got it all from the ſervants. 
Miſs Renton, and Miſs: Fanny are conti- 
nually in tears; but I ſuppoſe the dan- 
ger Sir Harry is in, is what moſt affects. 
them, as 1t cannot be ſuppoſed they can 
know the value of Miſs Cathcart as we 
do, who have been ſo long her boſom 
friends. Sir Robert will deliver you 
this. Captain Rexton, Mr. Hope, and 
he are all going to town directly. If 
there be no light got into the affair, they 
ſay they will think of ſome new ſcheme, 
but that they cannot do it here, as they 
don't know what is done already. | 
God ſend us good accounts of our 
dear friend! I have great hopes, Nancy. 
Sir Robert | is ready. Adieu. 
8. FonR ES. 
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O accounts yet we can make any 

thing of. A thouſand ſtories are 

told, all equally ridiculous. I was ter- 
ribly alarmed this morning. 

"Yeſterday our Robert ſaid to me, 

If my lady would allow me, madam, 
to go in ſearch of Miſs Cathcart, I 
e ſhould think it very ſtrange if I did 
not get ſome accounts of her. I once,” 
ſaid he, ſerved at an inn on the 
« [fliugton road, and I am acquainted 
<« with I can't tell how many- poſt-boys 
that come and go that way; and I 
-< am ſure there are ſome of them 
<< would tell me the greateſt ſecret they 
% have.” 

Well,“ ys? I, “ Robert, I don't 
doubt of getting my mother's per- 
„ miſſion; and, in order to make 
Vol. II. E him 
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him diligent, I told him I would give 
Him two guineas, if he brought me 
any account. Beſides, he might be 
certain, if he got any ſecret out of any 
one, concerning Miſs Cathcart and 
: Miſs Roberts, he might aſſure them 
that it would go a great way -towards 
making both their fortunes : that is to 
fay, if he brought good accoums; 
but that, at any rate, he might be ſure 


of being well rewarded. Robert ſaid 


Se ſhould think himſelf ſufficiently re- 
-warded to have the good fortune to 
-bring good accounts of two fuch valu- 
able young ladies. | 

My mother very . agreed to 
Aus going. Had there not been fach 
numbers gone both on Clarinda's ac- 
count, and Miſs Roberts's, I ſhould 

-#have thought of ſending Robert, before 


be informed me of his numerous ac- 
quaintance on the {ſington road. Well, 


=y 
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my dear, this morning, as were ſitting” 
at breakfaſt, Bridget came into the 
room. Madam,“ faid ſhe, * Robert: 
is returned, and brought word about 
« Miſs Cathcart,” .. Her face was e- 
nough to alarm me. I dropped the 
tea-cup, and was unable to ſay a word. 
Robert appeared with a face as rueful 
(Polly fays, for I was paſt ſeeing him) 
as if he had ſeen a ghoſt. «IT am 
* ſorry, madam,” faid he, to be the 
c meſſengerof bad news, but it is need - 
& leſs to keep it ſecret. Miſs Cathcart 
is certainly murdered. I have the 
man down in the kitchen.“ „What! 
the murderer?” ſays my mother. 
Obſerving me quite pale, ſhe deſired 
him to go down ſtairs. After ſhe had 
brought me a little to myſelf, the left 
Polly with me, and went down to ex- 
amine Robert and the murderer. Oh, 
Lady Forreft ! how can I write in this 

E 2 & way! 
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Way But, upon my word, my ſtill 
being prepoſſeſſed with the hopes of 
good news, I can't help laughing when 
I think on the ignorance and ſuperſtition 
of theſe fellows. My mother returned 
filing. 4 You need not have been 
« ſo alarmed, Nancy,” ſaid the; © for 
all Robert's account, you may hope 
ag much as ever. He has brought a 
great gaping man with him, who 
<« fays, he dreamed a dream on T ue/day 
-< night, -he was ſure it was on 
*« Tueſday, by ſeveral tokens. —I de- 
* Gred him to go on without giving 
the tokens.” . Well, my lady,“ 
ſaid he, I dreamed that I ſaw, that 
2 thought I faw, that is to ſay, I faw 
« her. in my ſleep, a beautiful young 
* lady, all dreſſed in white. She was 
held by two ruffiniſh- like men, and 
— another ruffiniſſi like man with a 


4 * drawn dagger, (Oh, it makes my 
hair 
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« hair all briſtle yet) ſtood before her, 
10 and, with a terrible voice, ſaid, De- 
4 * your purſe, or you are a dead 
% woman... The lady, ST. thought, 
looked about with a. pitiful. face, 
e and, ſeeing. me, ſaid, Good, young, 
* man, endeavour to fave a Werde 
lady, and your fortune ſhall be made. 
* I having, as I thought, a pitchfork. 


„in my, hand, called out, If there, 

« were twenty. more, I would Kill them. 

« ] flew, my lady, out of my bed, and, 

e mother-naked, (begging your lady- 
« dyſhip's pardon) run; to the ſtable-- 

« door, where. I knocked my head 
« againſt the bolt, which awaked me. 
*« I was quite confounded: Stirred not 

1 « ill I thought I heard the cry of 
| murder; it was a lady's voice, I am 
« ſure; but what, thought I, can my 
„ ſingle arm do?. So 1 een grappled 
| my way back te my. bed. When 
[ E 3 « Robert 
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« Robert came yeſterday, and told 'me. 
« about the lady. To be ſure, fays I, 
« it has been the very ſame lady, and 
« ſays he, to be fure it muſt have been 
the ſame. But your ladyſhip knows 
I could do nothing. If Robert had 
< been with me, we might have ven- 
e tured our lives to fave the young 
lady, and made our fortune. But 
cx you know, my lady” — My mother 
ſid, « T ſee you have moſt cou- 
5 rage when you are aſleep, then 
gave him a crown, and wiſhed him 
well home. Thus ended my terrible 
alarm, the fruits of Robert's Lagaciout 
ſearch. 

But, oh, Lady Forreſt, what 
muſt our dear Clarinda be ſuffering, 
and Miſs Roberts, ſuppoſing the beſt 
that can be ſuppoſed! Sometimes 
1 repreſent” her to ma — Rejoice 

- with 
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with me, Lady Forreſt! rejoice!” 
She is alive, ſafe and well! Both 
well! Oh, may we be ever thankful 
for ſo great a mercy ! Allict came here 
half frantic. - His maſter had got a 
letter. I hurried on my capauchun, 
and flew like lightning. I was ter- 
ribly afraid, that Alic#'s joyful counte- 
nance might proceed from as. little as- 
Robert's grievous one; for all he could 
tell me was, his maſter had got a let- 
ter, and that his lady was alive, but 
whether the letter came from his lady 
or not, he could not tell. He had 
hurried, he ne be the firſt to tell me 
the news; | 
When! came to Mr. Catbcart's, all 
the ſervants came running about me. 
+* O madam! God be thanked! Our- 
young lady is found! My maſter is 
* gone himſelf: to tell Mrs. Roberts.” 
Where is ſhe, Mrs. Lenox?” faid I. 
E 4 - 
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Has ſhe wrote herſelf ?? © No, ma- 
dam, “ anſwered ſha,“ ſhe has not wrote 
< herſelf : She is in Seotland. A Scotch. 
<<. gentleman writes, my maſter ſays, that 
« ſhe is in good hands.” „Well, God 
« be thanked,” ſaid J. Mrs. Lenox, 
I muſt go, and get the particulars 
from your maſter.” So full ſpeed I 
ſet out for Mrs. Reberts's. You know., 
it is but a little way. Oh, my dear 
Lady Forriſt, 1 think I ſhall never for- 
get! When Mrs. Rcberts's maid opened 
the room-door, I ran forward, and Mr. 
Cathcart caught me in his arms. Oh, 
«© my dear Nancy,” faid he, how. 
« happy am I to ſee you, now your 
«dear friend is found!” and the tears 
ruſned into his eyes. I could not 
ſpeak. I fat down. Mrs. Roberts was 
in tears of joy, though ſurpriſingly. 
Ws — ne, ſaid ſne, Miſs 

« Floyd, 


e Hd, 1 ſhall, be bleſſed wich my 
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** dear child again; I ſhall, end my 
* when I thought my grey hairs would 
* have gone down with ſorrow to the 
grave.“ Mr. Cathæart gave me the 
= and allowed me to bring it 
I here pie. it for your 
mar „ ri 


- 7 4 K 
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*% Though I best not the lep ; 
« of your- acquaintance, J believe my 
4 letter will meet with a very favour- 
& able reception without any apology. 
1 have the pleaſure to acquaint you, 
& chat your daughter and Miſs Raberts 
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Kare both ſafe and well at my houſe 
© where my wife and daughters will do 
& all that lies in their power to make 
this place agreeable to them, till 
you, or any of their relations, come 
«to eſcort them home. I believe they 
t won't truſt themſelves again without 
* protector. Fhey have been both 
6 more afraid than hurt, though your 
ce daughter ſeems to have charming 
< ſpirits. I. tell her I am always maſter 
«of my own family; yet I could 
« ſcarce get her commanded to defer 
<« writing till next poſt; but I think I' 
brought her to obedience at laſt, by 
telling her I would immediately fend 
<< her to Glaſgow, to be nurſe. to. Lord 
« Darnly, while confined with his bros 
«ken leg, which he has got on her ac- 
« count, if ſhe did not quietly allow 
« me to be the firſt to give you the 
« news of her fafety.. 

| « I ſhall 


— 
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I ſhall leave her to write the par- 
« ticulars herſelf, ſince, if I do not 
« miſtake; ſhe is a keen ſcribbler. 1 
« would/ have given myſelf the plea- 
te ſure; though an old fellow, to have 
s eſcorted my pretty damſels home. 
« But, fir, my old wife Beſs,” who, 
« perhaps, ſometimes, like other wives; 
is a little croſs, did not care to truſt 
% me with two fc laſſes. So, you 
% know,, one would not chuſe, in the 
« decline of life, to make a moor burn, 
« but would rather deny one's ſelf a 
« little pleaſure. We have ſome young 
« fellows here, that would be glad to 
« tend their ſervice; but I am deter- 
mined the great Goliab, were he 
« alive, ſhould not get them out of 
« my hands, without your order. Miss 
1 Roverts begs. you will acquaint her 
friends, that ſhe is ſafe. My girls 
<« jay they won't part with them till 
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te they have thematGlaſpow, auld Reeky, 
* and God knows where; but not a foot 
$ ſhall they ſtir, till I hear from you. 
My old wife fays, ſhe ſhould be glad 
* to ſee you at Parkly; ſo ſhall I, and 
vill promiſe you a piece of as good 
beef as you have in Eugland, and a 
„ glaſs of the beſt old. claret in Chri- 
* ſtendom. In hopes of being better. 

* acquainted, I am, dear Sir, 
« Your Friend, and Welk-wiſher, 


* Jams DoverLas.”” 


| What would I give, Lady Forreſt, 
Gat yer ans! were drinking a glaſs of 
this honeſt mar's claret! I. almoſt envy 
Betſy, now when all is thought happily 
over. Yet, what if Sir Harry and 
Lord Darnly quarrel! I was fo over- 
joyed, that I had not, till this moment, 
"conſidered the danger. My dear Lady 
n you muſt get Sir Rodert to go 
between 
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between them, and ſee it made 

up. Our joy would be turned into 
mourning, ſhould any thing of that 
kind happen. Heaven forbid ! What 
way has the wretch got his leg broke? 
God forgive me ! I had almoſt wiſhed: 
it had been his neck. I ſhall long for 
next poſt, to hear the particulars. I. 
hope ſhe will write to me. 

Mr. Cathcart has ordered it to be 
put im the papers, That the c. 
and horſes, that were adyertiſed, a 
found.“ It ſeems this was agreed 
on, that all, who are in ſearch, may 
return. It will be a. happy meeting 
I ſuppoſe ſome of. them. will go poſt 
to Scatland, along with Mr, Cat heart. 
He is to wait a; day or two on Sir 
Harry. I wiſh Sir Robert would go, 
Lam terribly attaid of Latd Darn. 
from Mr. Cathcart to Lady Renton, and 
| | Mrs, 
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nnn I have not eee 
reſoioe with 
m__ Yours, to eee 
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EAD alive again, 1ott and 
found, 15 your Clarinda. 0 


Nancy ! What a happy creature ſhould 


be, if it were not for two things. 
Plague on theſe ifs they will always 
ſtumble in the way of us -mortals; 
Firſt, if I was certain that all my 
friends were well, and had not taken 
my danger ſo much to heart, as to af- 
fect their health; and next, if I were 
3 u — 
42 - "like - 


— 


Miſs Clarinda Catbcart. 87 
like moſt, would never be within gun= 
ſhot of one another. How impatient; 
I: know, you will be, to hear my ſtrange 
adventures! Perhaps, if I had not 
Betfy with me, who, being an honeſt; 
artleſs girl, might cantradict- me, I 
would have given you. a. little. daſh of 
the wonderful. But as that is the caſe; 
I muſt content myſelf with giving you 
the plain truth unvarniſhed. And yer 
what a pity it is! for, with a very little 
addition, I might be recorded, in after- 
ages, as a heroine. Well, take it from 
my honeſt. pen, as it is. 

As ſoon as the very humane We 
man (who, L ſuppoſe, you have heard 
of) got the ſervant of the humane Cla- 
rinda to aſſiſt the poor fellow, who had 
unluckily overturned his chaiſe, the 
faithful poſt-boy alighted, and faid 
there was ſomething wrong about the 
wheels of the chaiſe. Had not we 

| __ « beſt 
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e beſt come out? faid I. Ves, 

madam,” ſaid he; you had beſt; 
and coming up to the fide where Betfy 
ting, opened the chaiſe door, and 
out ſne jumped; I was juſt going ta 
follow, when Lord Darnly ſtepped in. 
Taking my hand, and puſhing me to 
the other fide, he ſaid. No danger, 


was 


* madam, I aſſure you: - Jack, take 


« cate” of the other lady,” Off flew- 


the horſes like lightning, without my 


te vine creature!” ſaid he, taking my 


hand, and locking as if 1 had the 


power of the Pope to give him abſolu- 


tion, Can you, will you forgive me? 
« By heaven, the whole buſineſs of my 
life ſhall'—< Unhand me, my lord,” 


ald I. « My God! in what light have you 


looked 


giving a ſcream. Confounded and 
amazed, incapable of thought was the 
divine Clarinda, till a mere earthly beau 
put her in mind of her divinity. Di- 


| 
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* looked on me, that you could dare to 
commit ſuch an outrage ! But know, ſir, 
IJ am above being overcome by fear, 
as I am above being flattered: inta 
« a,meanneſs, Which, if you, have the 
cc leaſt ſpark of honour, you would de- 
* ſpiſe me for having.“ You miſ- 
take me, deareit creature,” ſaid: he, 
% my intentions are honourable.” ——- 
« Honourable ! my lord!“ anſwered I;. 
Can it be honourable to take away . 
young creature by force, whom you 
<« have no right to? Is it honourable to 
« frighten my father and friends by 
« my ſuppoſed danger? To frighten 
my couſin? (and J burſt. into tears, 
in ſpite of my heroiſm) 2 is, 
« ſhe? Tell me, my lord. | 
% Compoſe yourſelf,” 9 he, 6 
© my deareſt. angel. If you will con- 
„ ſent to be mine, I: will write: this 
*« know> 
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Know you are ſafe, and that, in a 
“few days, we will throw ourſelves at 
his feet, and aſk his bleſſing. The 
„ young lady, who was along with 
*:you, is with a gentleman, a relation 
of mine; who will take care of her. . 
She ſhall be preſent at the ceremony. 
No rudeneſs is intended: I-give you 
my - honour” nd could you, 
fir,“ faid I, looking at him with con- 
tempt, © could you be mean enough. 
to marry a woman; who, you have 
* heard, has given her heart, and pro- 
Gal to another? What could you 

*expect from her, who would, by per- 
e ſuaſion, conſent to marry you in ſuch 
da fituation ?” „Don't you think,“ 
faid he, . we ſhould be a very happy, 
< honourable couple?“ No, fir,” 
replied I; whatever mean opinion 
you FN of the ſimplicity of my 
— r., 2 many of. us, who know 

von: the- 
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« the extent of honour, and. can. aft. 
cup to that knowledge, which, if your. 
< lordſhip perſiſts in keeping me from. 
the protection of my friends, you. 
cannot boaſt.” —* I have gone too 

« far, madam,” replied he, now, to 
ce draw back.“ No, my lord,“ re- 


| turned l, eit is more meritorious to 


« ſtop. in the midſt of a bad, deſign, 
te and confeſs the fault, than even not ta 
<« have erred. Take me back to my, 


< friends, and I will not only forgive you, 


but rank you in the number of them; 
more, for your own ſake, you ought 
© not to wiſh for.“ © You reaſon,” 


replied he, © my deareſt creature, like 


« an angel; bur had rather die than 

part with you.“ Then, my lord,“ 
ſaid I, © dread the conſequence.” 
We were filent for ſome time, one of 
his arms about- my waiſt, the other 
hand holding his head as in deep: 


thought, 


. 
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thought. I attempted not to ſcream 
to any one I faw paſſing; the chaiſe. 
driving at ſuch a rate, I faw it would 
be to no purpoſe. I thought I read 
ſome remorſe in his filence, and hoped 
more. from - that than from any feeble 
attempts. of. mine, to get aſſiſtance 


from ſtrangers.—In about three hours 


we ſtopped in the middle of a com- 
mon. Don't be afraid,“ faid he; 
« we are only to go into another chaiſe 
& with freſh horſes.” I was ſilent. He 
would have taken my hand. I puſhed. 
him from me with diſdain, and jumped. 
out. I looked round, but could ſee 
nobody but ſome ſtraggling poor peo- 
ple, who would have bowed at the ſha- 
dow of a lord. It was in vain to think 
of reſiſtance, or aſſiſtance, at this time; 
ſo went into the chaiſe, my companion 
again placed kindly by my fide — 
When am 1 to ſee Miſs Roberts 2 
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Said 1.— 4 My deareſt angel,” replied 
he, you will ſee her in the evening.“ 
We drove ſlow over the common. In 
the chaiſe there was wine and cake, 
which my ſwain begged I would not 
'be ſo cruel as to refuſe to partake of. 
I conſidered with myſelf I ſhould have 
occaſion for all my courage; ſo obliged 
him with eating a little cake; but I 
was too deep read in novels, Nancy, 
to venture to take any of his wine. It is 
needleſs for me to tell you of the many 
broken ſentences, ' prayers, and ſqueezes 
of my lord; or of the puſhes, dif- 
dainful looks, and tears of your Cla- 
7inda. 

About eleven o clock we a at 
a very handſome ſeat, ſurrounded by 
trees. A middle-aged, -ugly-looking 
woman met us at the door (a Mrs. 
Jewke' 5s, I ſuppole.) Tour lordſhip 
Ls rather later than J expected,“ faid 
ſhe. 
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the. © Take care, madam,” my foot 
having near ſlipped.—** No fear,” ſaid 


I; © and pray, what honourable poſt 


have you from my lord? I hope 
<« his wag $ generoſity is equal to 
<« his honour.” —*© Generoſity and ho- 
© nour, madam,” faid my lord, © may 
4 both be abuſed.”—A fooPs, and a 
weak woman's bolt is ſoon ſhot, Nancy ; 
was ſilent.— The woman mumbled 
ſomething to herſelf, and conducted 
us into the parlour. His lordſhip, im- 
patient to worſhip. his divinity, pro- 


ſtrated himſelf at her feet, and im- 


* 


plored her compaſſion. The door 
opened, and preſently there appeared 


another knight-errant, with my Betfy. 


I fprang up, overturned my lord in 


the midſt of his devotion, and ran and 


caught her in my arms. The dear girl 
was trembling, and in tears. His 
WP id, he would leave us a little 
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by ourſelves ; hoped Miſs Roberts would 
be fo generous; as to ſtand his friend; 
and ſwore no woman in England ſhould 
be happier than me, if it was not my 
own fault, —My lord and his ſquire 
went  out—Oh; Bet/y! Oh, Clarinds ! 

was all we could fay for ſome mi- 

nutes.— At laſt, I told her all that had 
paſſed ſince we parted, juſt as I have 

told you, only in a mage melancholy 
way, than Perhaps you imagine arr my 
way of writing. 

She informed me, that after com- 
ing out of the chaiſe from me, when 
ſhe ſaw a man jump in, and drive off, 
ſhe gave a loud ſcream. Soon after 

8 her ſquire made up to her, and, with 
a reſpectful bow, ſaid, he hoped ſhe 
would excuſe him acting the part he 
did, to oblige a relation, and friend, 
whom he had a great value for; told 

her that the gentleman ſhe had ſeen 


80 
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80 into the chaiſe was Lord Darnh, 
who, he hoped, now he had an oppor- 

unity, would get Miſs Cathcart per- 
ſuaded to conſent to her own happi- 
neſs.—< Allow me, 'madam,” faid he, 
lifting her in his arms, © to place you 


in this chaiſe (which was immediately 


behind ours;) I give you my word of 


4 honour, no rudeneſs ſhall be offered 
to either of you.” Such wretches, 


Nancy, to talk of honour ! She ſtrug- 
gled, ſhe ſcreamed, ſhe ſaid, to no 


-purpoſe. At laſt ſhe began to reaſon 


with him, but equally in vain. Our 


-chaiſe was never out of fight of theirs, 


till they came to the before-mentioned 


common, where they ſtopped, as we 
had lone, and went into another chaiſe. 


he was terrified almoſt out of her 


wits, when ſhe loſt fight of us, but re- 
vived on ſeeing us again at the end of 


me common. She did not loſe ſight of 


us 
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us again till it grew dark. — She had 


ſcarcely given me the particulars, when 
his lordſhip made his appearance, and 
begged our company to ſupper. I 
thought it needleſs to refuſe.— I will 
follow you, my lord,” faid I, taking 

Betſy by the hand; © your lordſhip 
„has taken a great deal of needleſs 
trouble; for I ſtill think you are 
<-too much of a gentleman not to ſee 


« us ſafe home, when you find me 


« fixed in my reſolution of never be- 
„ing yours.” Come, my angel, to 
„ ſupper,” returned he, offering to 
take my hand; allow me the ho- 
% nour.” — © No, my lord,” faid I, 
drawing back, not till you fay I am 
free, and that Miſs Roberts and I 
are at liberty to go to our friends.” 
Lou faid, madam, you would fol- 
<« low,” replied he; and then added, 
taking up one of the candles, I ſhall 

Vol., II. F have 
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c have the honour, at leaſt, to ſhew 
« you the way.” We followed him 
< and the footman, who were ready at 


< the door to light us up ſtairs. 


When we entered the dining-room, 
whom ſhould we ſee with Beth's 
ſquire, but the very humane gentle- 
man who I had allowed Alict to aſſiſt 
in his charitable office! I ſuppoſe he 
thought we ſhould not know him, for 
he had altered his dreſs, and had now 
no occaſion for his arm being hung 
in a fling.—“ I am extremely happy, 
c madam,” ſaid he, as I came in, © to 
< have the pleaſure of ſeeing a lady 
« Whom you have ſeen before,“ ſaid 
1, with a contemptuous look, which 
convinced him I knew him.— I hope, 
* madam,” ſaid he, © you will have 
*« the generoſity to forgive an innocent 
c artifice.”— © A Beaux Stratagem,” 
Aid I; © his lordſhip, I dare fay, will 

c be 
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* be your humble ſervant in return; 
« though, perhaps, his title and * 
« tune put him above that, as it has 
„given him two women and two 
« beaus to command. The firſt he 
“has preſſed into his ſervice ; ſo finds 
&« a little obſtinate. The laſt; I'ſup- 
s poſe, being volunteers, will have 
* both re whe and profit.“ You 
« are very fevere, madam, added he; 
but I hope we ſhall be better friends, 
* when we are more acquainted.” 

1 was placed, you may be ſure, at 
the head of the table, his lordſhip at 
my ſide. We had an elegant ſupper. . 
But you may eaſily imagine neither 
Betſy or I was much diſpoſed to eat. 
However, I took a bit of chicken, and 
a little ice cream. My lord aſked me 
to hob or nob.— “ A glaſs of water, 
if you pleaſe,” ſaid L—* I hope,” 
replied he, © you don't intend, ladies, 

F 2 « to 
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e to drink nothing but water?“ 


“ Nothing elſe,” replied I. My lord 


aid, he ſaw plainly 1 had a worke 


opinion of him than he deſerved ; but 
time, he hoped, would convince me 
how much I wronged him.—I wiſhed 
it might. When the glaſſes were plac- 
ing on the table, I hoped, I ſaid, we 
might retire. My lord, in ſpite of me, 
took my hand, kiſſed it, and ſaid, he 
would not detain me; but hoped we 
would be ready, early in-the morning, 
to proceed on our journey. Home, 
« my lord?” faid IJ. — “ No, my an- 
« oel,” returned he. 'You ſee I will 
not deceive you.” He rang the bell 
for Mrs. Brett, as I think he called her. 
„ Shew the ladies to their bed-cham- 
46 bers,” ſaid he. One will ſerve 


% ys,” obſerved I, © Mrs. Brett.” 


„As your ladyſhip pleaſes,” faid 


mne. 
'We 
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We were conducted into a very 
handſome bed-chamber furniſhed wittt 
erimſon damaſk; on the ſame floor 
were an elegant dreſſing-room and toi- 
let. Mrs. Brett offered her ſervice in 
undreſſing us. I thanked her, and 
ſaid, we would undreſs one another.— 
Have you any other commands?“ 
ſaid ſhe.—<* Not any,” returned L— 
So, exit Mrs. Brett. 

We took care that all the wick 
were faſtened, bolted every door, and 
looked into every corner of the room 
to ſee there was nobady concealed” 
there. Having made every thing ſe- 
cure, we fat down, and began to con- 


. ſult what was to be done, or where we 


could gueſs we were next to be carried 


to. Would you believe it? We cried- 
and laughed, by turns, at the oddneſs' 
of our ſituation. I was glad, I faid, 
we were going out of this retired place, 
F 9 where 
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where we could have no proſpect of 
keing any one but his lordſhip's de- 
pendents; for I was perſuaded this 
leat belonged to him. We agreed.it 


was beſt to appear as eaſy as poſſible, 


till either of us could ſee a proper op- 
portunity of aſking the aſſiſtance of 
any one, whom, by their appearance, 
we might think it likely to give us 
protection. I began to think, Naxcy, 
as deſtined for a heroine, and 


wanted, of all things, to act up to the 


character. I could think of no ſcheme 
of my own invention, likely to relieve 
us. At laſt I fixed on one that had 
ſucceeded with 'a ſiſter in romance, I 


torget whom—l1 rummaged my pocket, 


and found a blank cover; ſo taking 


out my pencil, I wrote the following 
words, without telling Beth what I 
meant, till it was finiſhed. 

Sir. 
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<« Sir, or, Madam, | 
«© The writer of this is a young 
< lady, carried away by ſtratagem, 
« and detained by force, by a young 
e nobleman ſhe deteſts. If the perſon, 
„ whoſe hand this is given into, will 
either acquaint Mr. Cathcart, banker, 
te in the Strand, or take any other me- 
*thod to free her, and another young 
lady, who is likewiſe detained, they 
vill be doing a meritorious action, 
« which will be thankfully acknow- 
« ledged; and if not in a ſtation above 
accepting a reward, ſhe promiſes to 
pay to that perſon one hundred 
pounds the next day after ſhe is 
5 ſafe arrived at her father's houſe. 
% Subſcribed, 


„ CLARINDA CATHCART.,'” 


I gave it to Betſy, who approved of 
it vaſtly, and agreed it would be beſt 
F 4 not 
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not to give it to any one, till we were 
come to a place where we ſuppoſed 
they intended us to continue. We 
then went to bed tolerably compoſed, 
though without taking off our cloaths, 
in caſe of accidents. We endeavoured 
to ſleep, but in vain. The uneaſineſs 
my father would be in on my account, 
and a thouſand other thoughts, kept 
me awake. Beth, terrified that her 
abſence might kill her grandmother, 
and being as ill pleaſed with her ſwain 
as I was with mine, could not ſhut her 
eyes. We, therefore, gave up attempt- 
ing it, and continued talking, till Mrs. 
Brett knocked at our door, and in- 
formed us breakfaſt was ready. We 


were as impatient to get to the end of 


our journey as my lord, ſo did not 
keep them waiting. As ſoon as we 
opened our door, his lordſhip was 
ready to pay us the compliments of the 

; | morning. 
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morning. But I will not draw my letter 

into a tireſome length by repeating the 
trifling converſation at breakfaft ; nor, 
indeed, of what paſſed all day, as it 
conſiſted wholly in repetitions of the 
day before. We changed chaiſes three 
times, but never at any houſe. God 
knows how he had them always o 
ready, and in bye roads too. 

This evening, about the ſame time 
that we arrived at Mts. Brett's the 
night before, we got to a ſmall neat 
houſe at the end of a wood. We 
were received by am old maiden-like 
gentlewoman, about fifty, as prim as 
you pleaſe. She told his lordſhip, 
with a pretty ſmile, and a. liſp, that 
all was ready as his lordſhip had or- 
dered. We were conducted into 4 
ſmall ' parlour, where my lord made 
many apologies for the houſe not hav- 
ing ſuch good accommodations as he 
F 5 could 
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could have wiſhed. . I made him little 


| anſwer. Betſy appeared in about ten 
minutes. We had the ſame company 


at ſupper we had the night before. 
Mr. Smith, who, the preceding day, 
had performed the part of an invalid, 
I underſtood, had, this day, undertook 
the part of Mercury, and was at Miſs 
Falconer's (the name of this formal 
dame) two hours before us. 

Mis Falconer ſhewed us to our bed-. 
chamber, which was very neat, though 
not elegant. She wiſhed us good 
night with as many curtſies as a pretty 
little miſs newly come from a board- 
ing- ſchool. We took the ſame pre- 
cautions we did the night before; went 
to bed, and fell ſound aſleep. Neither 
of us awaked, till Miſs Falconer knocked 
at the door; then ſtarting up, rubbed 
our eyes, put on our head-dreſs, and 
went down to breakfaſt, I am in 
8 nk haſte, 
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haſte, Nancy, to bring you to the eve 
of the fourth day ; ſo will paſs over 
the third, nothing material happening. 
But here is Miſs Douglas, deſiring me 
to come to dinner; fo, I muſt have pa- 
tience till I return. 
I take up my pen. Imagine us 
driving this day, as if life and death 
depended on a moment, We were in 
the fourth chaiſe, when it began to 
turn dark; and I don't know how it 
was, but I was more afraid than I had 
been, ſince the firſt moment my lord 
had drove off with me. My ſpirits 
were quite ſunk at the theughts of the 
great diſtance. I was from every one 1 
held dear, except Beth; and indeed, 
T believe it was owing to her being ſo 
near me, that I was not. frightened out 

of my ſenſes. 
We had got to the foot of a moun- 
tain, with a kind of ditch on one fide, 
F 6 when 
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when one of the horſes ſtartling, over- 
turned the chaiſe; in a moment, in the 
ditch. My lord was under me. T 
gave a loud ſcream, and held him as: 
faſt as I could. His ſervant immedi- 
ately came to our aſſiſtance. The 
ditch being dry, he got into it, and, 
with little difficulty, pulled me out of 
the chaiſe. In the mean time his lord- 
ſhip was damning the poſt-bey, and 
ſwearing his leg was broke. The ſer- 
vant knew not what to do. To pult . 
out his lordſhip with a-broken leg was 
no eaſy matter. I ſtood trembling, 
and looking if I could fee any way to 
make my eſcape, when appeared in 
view a coach and ſix. My heart leapt | 
to my mouth for joy. My lord, curſ- 
ing and groaning by turns, was told by 
the poſt-boy, there was aſliſtance near, 
for he ſaw a coach and fix —* Damn 
your coach and ſix,” faid his lordſhip, 
then f 
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& then IJ am undone. Where's that 
G; d lubberly. fellow, Smith? 
& and that ſauntering fon of a bitch, 
< Burnet ? L. am utterly ruined. O 
God my leg | Martin, a hundred 
« guineas. ſhall be your reward, if you. 
<-will ride off with the lady.” Help! 
« murder! help! for God's fake!” 
ſcreamed the now thoroughly affrighted 
Clarinda.. Martin had juſt got his 
hand clapped on my mouth, and was 
pulling me to the other ſide of the 
ditch, when one of the ſervants, at- 
tending the coach. and fix, ſeeing him, 
called out, Let the lady go, you 
« ſcoundrel, or I'II blow. your brains 
<« out.” In a moment the coach was: 
up with us, and Martin, by this time, 
was the priſoner of Captain Friendlys 
ſervant, who had leaped off his horſe, 
and held him by the collar. Captain 
Friendly, Nancy, I. dare ſay, you will 
| remember 
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remember to have heard me mention, 
though at that time I had never ſeen 
him more than you. The captain and. 
ene Mr. Bruce leapt out of the coach, 
and immediately came up to me. They 
imagined Martin to be a highwayman,. 
who had robbed us, and that the chaiſe 
had been overturned in the ſcuffle. Mr. 
Douglas, who was on horſeback, went 
up to my lord, and when he heard hisleg 
was broke, ſent off his man expreſs to 
Glaſgow (which was within a mile of 
this place) for aſſiſtance. His lordſhip 
thought proper not to mention a word 
about me to Mr. Douglas, who defired 
him not to be uneaſy about the young 
lady, for that ſhe ſhould be taken care 
of, and conducted where ſhe directed. 
His lordſhip groaned, but ſaid not a: 
word. 
The captain and Mr. Bruce were af-- 
fiſting me to get up to the coach, 
| when 
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when che ſight of the chaiſe with Betſy, 
as it were, brought me to life. O- 
my God!” ſaid I, to the gentlemen, 
6 — me, and reſcue the lady in that 
« chaiſe, and I ſhall be happy indeed.“ 
The two Miſs Douglas's,. by this time, 
were come out of the coach, and were 
expreſſing how .lucky they had been. in 
coming up at ſuch. a critical juncture. 
(Still they imagined we had been rob- 
bed) I. believe. they all thought the- 
fright had affected my ſenſes, when I 
called out to reſcue another lady, who. 
appeared, to them, to be in no dangers. 
But they were ſoon undeceived on ſee- 
ing the chaiſe near. I would not move 
a foot; but ſaid, Oh, ladies! Oh, 
<« gentlemen. ! you don't know the 
<* particulars—Stop, ſtop that chaiſe, 
for God's ſake |” Captain Friendly, 
turning about, ran in before the 
chaiſe, and called out, Stop! For 

«+ what, 
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« what, and be damn'd?” called out 
Burnet, at one ſide of the chaiſe: 

«Help! for God's ſake !” ſcreamed 

out Betfy on the other. There is a 
gentleman has broke his leg,” ſaid the 

captain, we. want afliftance.” —— 

«-Damn the gentleman,” returned the 

other, what aſſiſtance can I give 

him? I am none of the tribe of bone- 

« ſetters. You ftighten the lady, Sir 

« Boy, drive on, and be damn'd.” — 

« No, no,” ſcreamed Betſy; No, no,” 
ſcreamed Clarinda. Proceed on your 
« peril,” ſaid the captain to the poſt- 
boy. Burnet, I' ſuppoſe, terrified at 


the peremptory manner in which the 


captain ſpoke, jumped out, and very 
quietly enquired where the gentleman” 
was who had met with the misfortune, 
The captain returned him no anſwer, 
but handed out Betſy, who, not having 
ſeen me, was praying ſhe might not fall 
Into 


— F 
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into worſe hands than thoſe ſhe was go- 
ing to be freed from, Judge her ſur- 
priſe. and joy, when I ran to her, and 
got her in my arms. The Miſs Doug- 
las's were amazed. The captain, Mr. 
Bruce, and they attended us to the 
coach, where Mrs. Douglas was ſitting = 
impatient to know the particulars of- 
this ſtrange confuſion. It was ſome 
time before either of us could attempt 
to ſatisfy them. At laſt Buſy told it 
tolerably diſtinct. All expreſſed their 
wonder and happineſs at coming to our 
relief. During this time the coach was. 


ſtanding (till. Mr. Douglas, the ſervants, 


and. a. croud of people had gathered: 
about my lord. Martin and Burn. 
were. ordered, by the. captain,.. to be. 
kept priſoners. His lordſhip was got 
out of the chaiſe, and was groaning 
at the foot of the mountain. It was: 
almoſt dark, when a ſurgeon, not know-- 


ing 


93 
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| ing the dignity of his patient, ſent two- 
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_ fellows with a feather-bed, placed on a 
vehicle like a barrow, to convey into 
Glaſgew, the diſtreſſed peer. I really 
pitied him ſincerely, Nancy, when I. 
heard his cries as they laid him on the 
carriage. We waited till we faw him 
carried away in proceſſion; Burnet and 
Martin walking behind, Captain Friend- 
Y ſervant and. Mr. Bruce's eſcorting 
them, and followed by a mob. The 
captain and Mr. Bruce took Mr. Bur- 
net's chaiſe, and then did we ſet out for 
Parkly.. 

The Miſs Douglas's mentioned cap 
tain Friendly ſeveral times, during our 
little journey. The hurry of my ſpi- 
rits, prevented my taking any notice 
at firſt; but, on their ſaying the cap- - 
tain would be quite happy in having 
reſcued two ladies of his own country, 
1 — what place in England he came 


from. 
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from. They told me from Yorkſhire. 
„ Bleſs me,” faid I, can it be poſſi- 
& ble he is the fon of Mr. Friendly 
*& of —" The very ſame,” ſaid Miſs 
Douglas. He is the ſon, then,” faid 


I, of a worthy man, who, I am cer- 


e tain, will be very happy to hear the 


44 capita has reſcued my couſin and. 


4 me.“ 


We reached Parkly | in about three- 


quarters of an hour. The gentlemen 


were arrived before us, and. were- 


ready to hand us out of the coach. 


The captain had told Mr. Douglas, by 
this time, the particulars of what Betſy 


had told them. 

As ſoon as we got up to the dining- 
room, Mr. Douglas, in a comical frank. 
way, ſaid, he mult have ſax kiſſes from 


each of us before he would welcome. 


us to Parkly; and that if we did not 
N he would get a barrow and 
ſend. 
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- 
r ͤ 44 — — - 


116 The HISTORY of: 


ſend us after the lame peer, who, he 


underſtood, would give him a hun- 
dred guineas reward. *© What fay 
* you, Bruce, are not a hundred gui- 
0 neas a great ſum for a poor Scotſman 
to give up, for a dozen kiſſes?” © I 


ee am like to be a poor reduced offi= 


c cer,” ſaid the captain, yet I will 
“ undertake: to protect the ladies.“ 


& Ay, ay,” ſaid Mr. Douglas, you'll 
have little elſe to do, I hope, ſoon: 


© But take care, ladies, he is as dange- 
“ rous as my lord; I would not truſt 
ec my daughter with him, you ſee, 
&« without going with them myſelf.” 
c Well, Sir,” ſaid I, „I conſent to 
<« give you the ſix kiſſes, and put my- 
<« ſelf under your protection.“ Will 


you?“ ſaid. he, © taking the kiſſes, 


Lone, two, three, four, five, ſix. 


& And proud of being your guardian; J, 
To. take you frac me, a' the deels defy.” 


* What. 


1 — 
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What ſay you, (to Betſy) are you 
for the captain, or an ' honeſt auld 


« Scotſman?” I put myſelf, Sir,” 
faid ſhe, ** under your protection.“ 
(Kiſſes * her.) What ſay you now, 
„captain? -You-red-coats are fo vain, 
ce you think i/ka bony laſs ready to fly 
e into your arms. Now, here are tn 
a bony laſſes as ane would wiſh to 


„ ſee in a ſummer's day; and: they pre- 


« fer auld father Douglas to you.” 
4] ſee Sir,“ ſaid the captain, what 
<« it is to be on the point of being re- 


«:duced.” But,“ faid Miſs Douglas, 


* do you know, captain, that this 
lady is acquainted with your fa- 
ther?“ The captain bowing, ſaid, 
; dont remember, madam, of having 


the pleaſure of ſeeing you before.“ 


No, Sir,” returned. I, I don't think 


« you ever did. My acquaintance 
with your father commenced very 


<« lately, 
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« lately, and is but flight; but I am 
* thoroughly acquainted with his cha- 
« rafter —Pray, madam, may I aſk 
« your name?” — * My name Sir,” 

replied I, “is Cathcart.” — «© Good 
« God!” returned he, are you Miſs 
ec Clarinda Cathcart 2” — Tes, Sir?” 
faid I, but I dont think you ever, 


as you fay, ſaw me before.” — No, 


% madam,” returned he, but I have 


'« heard as much as - makes me the 


« happieſt fellow alive, to have it in 
„my power to reſtore you to your 
<« friends.” —© You reſtore her, Sir!“ 
r cried Mr. Douglaſs, ] beg par- 
don,“ returned the captain. But, 
upon my word, Miſs Cathcart, you 


„ cannot imagine how happy I am. 


„ hope you left all friends well at 


Kenton Pork.” —I felt my face glow, 


Nancy, I could not help it. © They 


were all in great diſtreſs, ſir,” ſaid I, 


« when 
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„hen I left them, Sir William's death 
<c was a very heavy ftroke. I left Mr. 
„Friend and Mr. Hope very well.” — 
J had a letter,” ſaid he, from Tom 
about eight days ago. I ſtay in 
Scotland now on his account. The 
* regiment I am in went to England 
« a fortnight ago. Sir George Ever- 
* green is to fail from Leith, and if T 
dont get an unexpected call to the 
** regiment, I intend to lee Tom aboard, 
c before I ſet out for Yorkfprre.” 

But, my dear Nancy, I will not 
draw my letter into a tedious length, 
by giving you all our converſation. I 
fancy there is ſome part of it you 
have already, which you think more 
than enough, as probably you wont 
underſtand it. But I will explain it 
all when I ſee you, for Miſs Douglas is 
taking great pains to teach me Scotch, 
and ſhe ſays I am a very apt ſcholar. 

Lord 


120 The HISTORY of 


Lord Daruh, we hear, has got his 
leg ſet, with many apologies from his 
ſurgeon for his ignorance of his quali- 
ty, and not attending him in perſon. 
© He is in a fair way of doing well. ; 
| Mr. Douglas, by Betfy's entreaty and 
mine, has got Mr. Burnet * Martin 
to be ſet at liberty. 4 
J ſhould be quite happy here, Nancy, 
were it not for theſe ifs I mentioned. 
The Miſs Dowglas's are both very 
agreeable; the eldeſt I think hand- 
ſome. I am not certain, but I think 
| Captain . Friendly wiſhes not for a call to 
4 his regiment, nor would be ſorry though 
| Sir George Evergreen were not to fail 
theſe two months; and I fancy Miſs 
| Douglas will not put up her prayers 
for a fair wind, if his going to ZK re 
depends on that. | 
O Nancy, I am all in a flutter! I 


| have juſt now had a letter from Lord 
| | Darnly. 


* 
— 


* 
——— 
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Darnly. He begs I will come and ſee 
him, along with Mr. and Mrs. Douglas. 
He declares he has ſomething to ſay, 
which, he knows, will give me fatis- 
faction, and promiſes never to aſk me 
to conſent to what he is now convinced 
I am determined againſt. I am reſolv- 
ed, Nancy, to go: Perhaps it may ſerve 
a good end, which I am very anxious 
about. I wrote to my father three 
poſts ago. Mr. Douglas wrote to him 


a poſt before me. They ſay I can 


have a letter by Saturday. How im- 
patient I am! All here agree I ſhould 
go, and ſee my lord. But I will fend 
oft this, as I Know-your impatience, 
My father will, probably, ſhew you 
my letter to him, but I know you will 
not be ſatisfied with that. 

I think I have now been very par- 
ticular, and eyen have not omitted the 


oaths, which, Nancy, I could ſcarce 
Vol. II. G - ewe 
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give myſelf the liberty to write down; 
but, without them, I could not have 


given you a right idea of the perſons 
J have made my eſcape from. When 


you write to Lady Forreſt, I know you 


will omit them. Do you know, I am 
almoſt aſhamed of myſelf, for taking 
ſuch liberty? but I can't get them out 
of my head, Nancy; and all the apo- 
Jogy that I can make is, that ſpeaking 
or writing to a friend is only thinking 
aloud. Betſy deſires to be remembered 
to you. I hope Polly has got well 
again. I ſuppoſe ſhe would think it a 
very lucky ſickneſs which prevented 
you from ſuch an airing. I have left 


no room for compliments. You all 


have the good wiſhes of 


.CLARINDA CATHCART. 


Mi 
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M, Frovy, to Miſs CATHCARTS 


EED I tell you, my deareſt 
Clarinda, how I rejoice at your 
fafety? Oh, that abominable Lord 
Darnaly! 1 have ſcarce patience, my 


dear, to mention him. Your father 
had not the leaſt ſuſpicion: No one 


had, except Lady Forreſt and me. We 
are proud of our ſagacity ! My mother 
was angry when I hinted at ſuch a 
thing. Such a thought, ſhe ſaid, came 


in my head by my reading romances. 


How could I ever imagine Lord Darn- 
{y, who was a match for the firſt wo- 
man in England, would run off with 
one againſt her inclination ? But I for- 
get to tell you, Lady Forreft almoſt | 
put it out of my head, by writing, that 
Sir Robert had been in company with 
G 2 a gen- 
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a gentleman, who had ſeen Lord Darn- 
y aboard the packet-boat at Dover, 
and that he was in his way to Paris, 
where he intended to winter. Could 
this gentleman, think you, be one of 
his privy council, who was to ſpread 
this report to miſlead your friends, in 
caſe they ſhould ſuſpect him? My 


gueſſing one thing right will, I ſup- 


poſe, ſet me continually gueſſing. 


But, my dear Clarinda, you cannot 


imagine how I long to hear the parti- 
culars of your adventures. You don't 
, write half full enough to your father. 
He has ſhewn me your letter, but 1 
ſhall, every day, be expecting to hear 
from you. I dare ſay you will get a 
letter from Sir Harry before this reaches 
you; 1o I may ſave myſelf the trouble 
to acquaint you, that he is on his way 
to Scotland, along with your father, 
Mr. Friendly, and Mr. Hope. You 

will 


— 1 


— 


— 
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will have a chance of ſeeing Sir George 
and Lady Evergreen, who will ſet out 
for that country this day ſe'n-night. 
Mr. Hope goes before them to tranſact 
ſome buſineſs for Sir George at Edin- 

buroh. | 
I dined at your houſe on the day 
that all the company returned from 
their ſearch. Such a happy meeting | 
Such congratulations ! But you are 
vain-enough already : Why needT lend 
a lift to your vanity! Mr. Friendly . 
and Mr. Ilope called after dinner, to 
know if there were any accounts of 
you, or if your father had heard from 
Sir Harry. On Mr. Friendly's ſending 
in his name, Sir Harry went and brought 
them in, and introduced them to your 
father. Sir Harry is, I think, a perfe& 
Adonis, and Mr. Hope, you will par- 
don me when I ſay, I don't think in 
the leaſt inferior. But, above all, I 
G 3 am 
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am charmed with Mr. Friendly. Suck: 
an agreeable, - benevolent aſpect, I 
think, Clarinda, I had never ſeen be- 
fore, He told us he was going to- 
part with one ſon, and bring home an- 
other. If the peace was concluded, he 
hoped Beb would ſettle at home, and 
comfort him in Tom's abſence. Your 
father aſked him where his ſon was at 
preſent. He ſaid, at Glaſgow, where 
he was to continue till he went to. 
Edinburgh, to take leave of his friend 
Tem. He does not expect, ſaid he, 
to ſee me in Scotland; but I intend to 
{ſurpriſe him. Your father told him 
vou was within a few miles of 
Glaſgow, and he wiſhed. they could. 
concert meaſures, ſo as to' go all in 
company; that Sir Harry and he de- 
ſigned to ſet out the next day, to 
which Mr. Friendly anſwered, they in- 


tended the ſame, 
When, 


* 
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When your father mentioned Mr. 
Douglas's name, Mr. Hope ſtarted, and 
ſaid, Can it be Mr. Douglas, of 
« Parkly, that Miſs Cathcart-1s with?“ 
Your father anſwered, the very ſame.” 
Then,“ ſaid Mr. Friendly, © that is a 
t gentleman: whom Bob writes very 
„ warmly of, and who. has been par- 
te ticularly civil to him ſince he went 
e into that country.“ Sir Harry ſaid, 
I hope we ſhall all taſte of the honeſt 
« gentleman's eld claret.“ So, I ſup- 
Roſe, Clarizda, you have ſeen Captain- 


Friendly by this time. How I enrx 


Mr. Doug/as, for the grateful acknow- 
ledgments he- will receive- from Mr. 
Friendly, for his civility to his ſon; 
from Mr. Hope, for his friend; from 
your father, for his care of his beloved 
daughter and neice; and from Sir 
Harry, for the care of his all in all! 
E had almoſt forgot to. tell you, that 

G 4 Sir 


3 
——e ER —ũãß¶.i cls!“ 


- 
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Sir Robert Forreſt, and Captain Renton, 


were hkewile in ſearch of you. 
What a confuſed letter J have wrote 
Sir Robert would not ſtay a minute at 


your father's, after returning from his 
ſearch, but would go directly with the 


good news to Lady Forreſt. Mr. 


- Cathcart never thought of telling him, 
that I had wrete her the news before; 
and Sir Harry - hurried away the cap- 
tain with the news to Renton Park, 
-which they had all got two days before. 


I ſuppoſe they would gueſs Sir Harry 


would take a trip to Scotland for you. 
He would not deſerve you, I think, if 


he did not. Poor Miſs Fanny! I pity 


her. But I hope her ſwain will not be 


long abſent. 

1 have juſt now, my dear girl, the 
favour of yours. How I admire your 
ſpirit! What can Lord Darnly have 
to ſay to you? I ſhall be quite im- 

patient 
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patient till I hear. I am afraid of 
your new friends detaining you long in 
Scotland. Do you know, I envy Betſy? 
But it would be a ſin, Clarinda, to 
keep her from her grand-mother. Con- 
ſider that, my dear, and don't let them 
perſuade you to ſtay. You fay, that, 
with a little addition, you could have 
given me a great deal of the wonderful. 
In my opinion, with all your art, you 
could not have made it a better ſtory 
than it really is. Nothing could be 
more providential than your deliver- 
ance; and your meeting with Captain 
Friendly, I think, is as romantic as you 
could wiſh. It is a pity you are en- 
gaged to Sir Harry. It would have 
made the ſtory quite compleat, were 
you to marry the captain. Now I 
think on it, tis Miſs Roberts that ſhould 
have him; for, by your account, you 
was delivered by the captain's: ſervant 
| G 5 [ hoe 


It was a pity he ſnould have been ab- 
fent at the overturn of the chaiſe. He, 
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I hope Sir Harry will be liberal in re- 
warding him. Give him, Clarinda, 


two guineas from me. He is certainly 


a clever fellow. 


In ſpite of the broken leg, I can't 
help laughing at the figure the great 
Lord Darn cut on the hand-barrow; 
and Miſs Roberts's beau going, fellow 
Uke, with poor Martin, the one robbed 
of his lady, the other of the hopes of 
a hundred guineas reward. I think it 
would make a fine pifture—— Well, 
Clarinda, without any improvements, it 


will be an excellent ſtory for you to. 


tell to the next generation of Rentons. 

Polly joins with my mother and me in 

congratulations on your deliverance. 
What is become of your Mercury? 


who was ſo ready and willing to aſſiſt, 
Even when he wanted. the uſe of his 


* 
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right arm. Beſides, he would have 
been the fitteſt meſſenger to have gone 
for the ſurgeon, and acquainted him 
of the quality of the patient. 

I have a thouſand things to tell you, 
if I faw you. But you have ſuch a 
knack at letter-writing, that I hate to 
read over my own ſcrawl. It ſeems fo 
Harum Scarum. And yet, Clarinda, I 
am rather a more ſolid-like girl than 
you are. I won't write another word; 
only remember, I expect to hear from 
you directly on the receipt of this, if 
you have not ſent me the account of. 
what paſſed at your viſit, to Lord. 
Darnly before. Tell Mr. and Mrs. 
Dauglas, that Miſs Floyd, one of your 
beſt friends, ſends them her compli- 
ments, and thanks them for their kind- 
neſs to you. I congratulate the Miſs 
Douglas's on being made. acquainted: 
with my Clarinda. Give my love to 

G 6. Miſs 
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Miſs Roberts, and tell her, I hope you 
are miſtaken in your conjectures as to 
Captain Friends love for Miſs Doug- 
las, and that I hope ſhe has made a 
conqueſt of her conqueror. . And now, 
my dear Clarinda, not another word 
from 
Your 


| Nancy FLOYD. 
SD DEG De DL D APD DE FOUL, 
Miſs CaTacarT, to Miſs FLOYD. 


My deareſt Nancy, 


CONCLUDED my laſt, by tell- 
ing you I was going to ſee Lord 


Darnly. I now fit down to give you 
be particulars. Mr. and Mrs. Douglas 
went with me the ſame day we received 


the invitation. We were canducted 
into 
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into a parlour till my lord was ac- 
quainted with our being there. We 
had fat but a few minutes, when we 
were uſhered into. the room where he 
was, His lordſhip was in bed, and 
looked quite pale and ſickly. © Tou 
* are very good, Miſs Cathcart,” ſaid 
he, © in condeſcending to viſit a man, 
<« who deſerves to be deſpiſed by you. 
« —You, fir, and you, madam, (to 
* Mr. and Mrs. Douglas) muſt have a 
very mean opinion of me; though 
* no worſe than I have of myſelf.”— 
I was ſilent—Mr. Dauglas ſaid, he was 
very glad to find he was in ſuch a fair 
way of recovery, and that he was ſen- 
ſible he had done wrong; that Miſs 
Cathcart was very ready to forgive him, 
and, he dared to ſay, all her relations 
would do the fame, on his lordſhip 
acknowledging he had been in fault. 
« Yes,” faid he, Mr. Douglas, I was 

convinced 
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convinced how far I was to blame, 
„ before I met with this misfortune; 
but I could not find reſolution to 
& part with, Miſs Cathcart, till I had 
tried the utmoſt. I ſuppoſe ſhe has. 
&* acquainted you, that I. had aſked 
« leave of her father to pay my ad- 
& dreſſes to her, and that he ſeemed 
e inclinable enough to favour me, and 
« promiſed to. ſee me again the next 
day, after he had ſounded his daugh-- 
© ter's inclinations; for that he would 
„never be any more than an adviſer, 
I own to you, I was terribly uneaſy 
and impatient—1I felt for her more 
« than I ever did for woman; and 
« when Mr. Cathcart told me that he 
“ was forry I was too late, I could. 
. « ſcarcely ſtand it. I ſaid nothing to. 
your father, madam, but that I 

ce thought myſelf very unlucky, thank- 


< ed him for the good wiſhes he had: 
| « expreſſed. 
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«© him. I went home, half diſtracted 
<« with my diſappointment.. I ruminated' 
in my mind, whether: there. was any 
room for the ſmalleſt gleam of hope. 
I thought it probable; (you will ex- 
« cuſe me, madam) that as my riva. 
« was not equal. to me either in for- 
<« tune or title, that as your ſex are all 
fond of rank and ſplendor, and that 
though you was fond of my rival, 
_ « yet, if I had an opportunity, by my 
« affiduity and tenderneſs, IL might, 
« with the above advantages, turn 
your affections, This thought my 
« evil genius improved on, and the 
« ſcheme of. carrying you. off imme- 
« diately entered my head. I ſent for 
the two gentlemen who were with 
©« me, and conſulted with them what 
„ method to take, It is needleſs for 
me to repeat the different ways we 

thought 
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e thought on, till, at laſt, Burnet told 
1 * me, he ſaw you go out every day on 


: © an airing, and a young lady 
| | % with you. Immediately we laid the 
„ ſcheme as, you know, was exe- 
& cuted; and before I put it in pract- 
«'ice, I gave out I intended to win- 
« ter in Paris, and took ſeveral gen- 
* tlemen with me, who were not privy 
* to my deſign, who ſaw me aboard 
| * the packet-boat at Dover. This I 
. thought would keep me from being 
| « ſuſpected, at leaſt” till I had ſome 
| „ time to gain your affections; and 
: as you was under age, I imagined, 
f « by taking you to Scotland, I ſhould 
| “have an opportunity to marry you 


4 « as ſoon as I gained your conſent; 
| and your going off would be placed 
<* by the world to that account. Your 
father, I thought, would eaſily for- 
give me,—This, madam, was my 
plan. 


All 
„ * — 


% 
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« plan. Your ſpirit, "reſolution, and 
arguments, if poflible, augmented 
my love, while they made me almoſt - 
mad with deſpair. , I had. gone 


too far not to try the utmoſt; and 


<« don't know but my paſſion would 
« have. made me force what I could: 


not gain by perſuaſion ; and even 


ein this I found an excuſe for myſelf, 


as I was certain, I thought, of mak- 


<« ing you one of the kindeſt and moſt 
ce affectionate huſbands; and that, 


« when you found you could not 


« help yourſelf, your good ſenſe would 
te make you ſtrive to be content. 


«« Your endeavours, and not ſeeing my 


rival, I flattered myſelf, would ſoon 
« have the wiſhed-for effect, and that 
every day you would value me the 


more for the proofs I had given. of 


© the ſtrength and conſtancy of my 


<« love, —Thus, Mr, Douglas, do people 
« often 
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often find excuſes to themſelves for 
the moſt ridiculous actions, when: 

agreeable to their inclinations, I 
aſſure you I now look on my broken 
leg as the moſt lucky thing that: 
& could have happened, as whatever 
way this affair had ended, I mean, 
whether I had gained Miſs Cath-- 
© cart's conſent or not—(I have now 

no reaſon to believe I ſhould) —If I. ' 

had married her, I ſhould certainly 
& have been a jealous huſband, conſe- 
quently unhappy ; and you, madam, 
(looking at me) whoſe happineſs I. 
4 wiſh equal to my own, muſt have 
. © been an unhappy wife. My ear- 
'< neſtneſs in deſiring to ſce you was 
« owing to my impatience to put you. 
© out of all manner of dread on my 
account. Your lover, I underſtand, 
is a young baronet, whole character 
and accompliſhments merit the re- 
(e turn. 
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turn you give him. I make no 
doubt but your friends, as well as 
you, may imagine a man, capable 
of taking the unjuſtifiable ſteps I” 
« have taken, would fall into the too 
S general cuſtom of vindicating one 
e crime by committing -another.—— _, 
Nov, madam, to ſhew you I have 
& ſo far benefitted re good ſenſe, 


and my own reflôctions, ſince this 
<* trifling misfortune, I do aſſure you, 
the greateſt pleaſure I'now have, is 
in my being fully ſenfible how far I. 
have erred, and in the pride I take 

ein having reſolution to own it, and 
&* to aſk both Sir Harry, Mr. Catbcart, 
4 and you pardon.“ ““ I think, my 
& lord,” faid I, „I could anſwer for it 
you will have it from all.“ —< I will. 

« write,” ſaid my lord, © as ſoon as I 
am able, to Sir Harry, and then I 
+ propoſe, in reality, to go to Paris. 
Abſence 
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«Abſence and time, I hope, will make 
my heart acquieſce with my judg- 
ment. I ſincerely wiſh Sir Harry 


sand you all the happineſs this world 


© can afford.” And I, my lord,” 
replied I, from the bottom of my 
% heart wiſſr you the ſame.“ — Mr. 


Douglas ſaid, © My lord, you act like 


a man of honour. —The beſt will 
err; but where there is good ſenſe 
< and. right principles, they are eaſily 
% drawn into the right path.“ It 
« has been very difficult, Mr. Douglas, 
to me,” replied my lord. —< Your 
« lordſhip, then,” ſaid Mr. Douglas, 
eis the greater conqueror. —— Mr. 


Smith and Mr. Burnet, Miſs Cathcart,” 
faid his lordſhip, are aſhamed of 
< the parts they have acted. It was 
out of iriendſhip to me. I pro- 
* miſed, in their names, to beg your 
<« forgiveneſs; and, through you, they 


hope 


Miſs Clarinda Cathcart. 141 


c hope the forgiveneſs of Miſs Roberts.” 
< They may be certain, my lord,“ re- 
plied I. of both.“ “ Mr. Smith, 
returned his lordſhip, “ declares he will 
never have to do with ſuch another 
<« affair either for pleaſure or profit. 
« Miſs Cathcart, Mr. Douglas, _ 
made converts of us all.” 

The doctor coming in, felt his pulſe, 
and ſaid he was afraid he had talked 
too much; on which we aroſe to take 
our leave. His lordſhip ſaid he would 
not detain us, but hoped Mr. Douglas 
would be ſo good as ſometimes to 
favour him with a viſit, while he was 
an invalid. Mr. Douglas ſaid he did 
him a deal of honour, and that it 
would make him extremely happy to 
cultivate an acquaintance with his 
lordſhip. Thus, my dear Nancy, is 
this diſagreeable affair happily ended, 
and one of my ifs, which I mentioned 
in my laſt, intirely removed. Upon 
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Upon the whole, Nancy, I think 


is lordſhip's plan has not been ſo ir- 


rational as I thought it was; and con- 
ſidering what a treaſure he loſes in 
your Clarinda, I think he bears it with 
a wonderful deal of patience. In the 
mame of love and matrimony, how 
could he give up thoughts of me ſo 
Joon | Shall the divine Clarinda Cath- 
cart be fettered in the bands of wed- 
lock, without one duel fought for her ? 
No blood-ſhed ! Only a ſingle bone 


broke, which, perhaps, is ſo knit, that 


it will be ſtronger than ever. Oh, mor- 
tifying! Let it not be told to after- 
ages. Am I inferior to the beautiful 
Helen, who cauſed a long ten years 
ſiege, and laid, at laſt, old Troy in 
aſhes ? Why, oh why, was I born 
in ſuch a degenerate age, when beauty, 
ſuch as mine, can thus tamely be yield- 
ed up 0 5 


A letter 
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A letter from Sir Harry, and ano- 
ther from my father—they expect to 
be at Parkly to-morrow. The impati- 
- ence of a lover, no doubt, has hurried 

my honeſt father. I wiſh he may 

take care of an overturn, What the 

duce ails me! Flutter, . flutter, flutter! 
Thump, thump, thump goes my 

heart! Not a word more can I write. 

If the firſt meeting were over I fancy 

I could be eaſy. Another F already, 

. Nancy, | I am afraid I ſhall be at war 

p. with theſe gentry till I am reduced 
to aſhes. What a pretty billet-doux 

is this of Sir Harry's ! So expreſſive ! 

So tender! But you ſhall fee it. 1 

ſaid I could not write another word, 

neither can I to any purpoſe, Well, 

God be thanked, Lord Darnly is in a 

fair way of recovery, both as to body 

and mind. To be ſerious, Nancy, I 

am extremely fond of his lordſhip; 

and 
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and ſince I cannot have him myſelf, I 


think I could beſtow him on you, 
What ſay you, my dear? When he 
returns from Paris, ſhall I have it 
mentioned to him? Here's Bey, for- 
ſooth; ſhe ſays ſhe has a better right 
to him than you. I have a great 
mind to give you Sir Harry between 
you, and take my. lord to myſelf. 
Adieu, Nancy, God bleſs you, prays 


Your too happy 


CLARINDA CATHCART. 


P. S. Forward the encloſed for 
Renton Park and Forreſt Abbey. Don't 
think I neglect my aunt. There is a 
letter encloſed to her in Miſs Fanny 
Renton's. 


Miſs 
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MiſsFanny RENTON, to MſsCaTHCART, 


My deareſt Clarinda, *Y 


AVE I again the happineſs to 
write, and tell you how much I 
love you? What have I ſuffered from 
the terrible apprehenſion of what might | 
have happened 
Now all my fears on that account, 
are huſhed. Oh, my dear, I wiſh I 
had the additional happineſs of calling 
you ſiſter. Sir Harry, I ſuppoſe, is 
with you by this time: he will tell 
you how deeply we were all afflicted. 
You will ſee Mr. Hope and Mr: Friendly, 
too. They accompany your father and 
Sir Harry. Oh, Clarinda, what a poor 
weak creature is your Fanny! I will 
not endeavour to hide my weakneſs 
from my friend, who, I know, will fim- 
Vol. II. H pathize 
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pathize with me. I have a thouſand 
fears, all equally ridiculous. I make 
mountains of difficulties, which, I am 
convinced, are only mole-hills. I en- 
deavour to leſſen them, and calm my 
fears, by thinking on the innumerable 
dangers we are every moment expoſed 
to, and yet how wonderfully we are 
preſerved! Then, how can I dread 
the danger of the ſeas, the badneſs of 
one climate more than another, when 
I know the wiſe diſpoſer of all things 
can fave and deſtroy when and where 
he pleaſes! Thus, my dear Clarinda, 
I think with myſelf; yet the weakneſs 
of my mind contradicts my reaſon. 
The whiſtling of the wind, the falling 
of the leaves, affects me. Every 
thing looks diſmal. The death of my 
dear father, the fright I have had on 
your account, and Mr. Hope's leaving 
me at ſuch a time, have all contributed 
to lower my ſpirits. Yeſterday 
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__ _ Yeſterday we had a viſit from the. 
gay Lady Betty Wi iams. 1 uſed to 
be her greateſt favourite. She thought, 
at that time, I was to be Counteſs of 
 Elmor. Now ſhe underſtands I have 
been o mean - ſpirited to prefer Mr. 
Hope, ſhe ſcarcely deigns to look at me. 
Had I been in a humour, I ſhould 
have been well diverted to hear her 
beſtowing all the - flattering compli- 
ments on Caroline, which ſhe uſed to 
beſtow- on me. She has heard that 
Caroline is to be inarried to Lord Ed- 
gar. Whether there be any truth 
in this report, time will diſcover. 
He is every day here, and ſeems to 
prefer Caroline s company to that of 
the reſt of the family. But though I 
could, as I faid, have laughed at Lady 
Betty Williams, I muſt own that my 
mother's behavicur contributes not a 
little to my uneaſineſs. Perhaps I am 

. miſtaken; 
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miſtaken; but I think ſhe does not 
look on me as of the ſame conſe- 
quence in the family 1 uſed to be. 
She is kind enough to me, but it 
ſeems conſtrained, and more owing, 
as it were, to the regard ſhe pays to 
my dear father's memory, than any real 
aF:&ion for me. Lady Cheſter is To 
much taken up with Sir Charles, that 
we have very little of her company. 
My dear Caroline is always the ſame; 
but, as I faid before, Lord Edgar is 
much with her; and, as I am out of 
ſpirits, I often retire. Nell, you know, 
is an unfit companion for me at ſuch 
a time. My romping brother Frank 
is continually teazing me.—He peeps 
in my face. Poor Fanny] He fays, 
look how red her ey es are with cry- 
ing—Hear how ſhe ſighs, and mourns 
the abſence of her mate ! Oh, Cla- 
rinda] 1 with only I had your dear 
company; 
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company; but Sir Harry will rob me 
too of that pleaſure. But you muſt 
not, my dear girl, laugh at me. L 
have really got the vapours, and can- 
not bear to be laughed out of them. 
You mult try, Clarinda, to get me out 
of them by degrees, and without let- 
ting me ſee your aim. At preſent I 
ſtalk up and down quite neglected, 
nor can I find one thing capable of 
amuſing me. Advice can have no 
effect. I know all that can be ſaid on 
the ſubject; but the ſoothing converſa- 
tion of a friend may do much. I wiſh, 
I wiſh, Clarinda, you were here. 

But why do I neglect to mention, that 
you are to be heireſs of Caſtleton! 
Your couſin, Mr. Blackmore, is dead. 
remember you told me, that you 


never ſaw him, fo conſequently will 


not lay his death much to heart. 
Your aunt does not ſeem to be much 


| a. 
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caſt down neither. Your being found 
hath given her great ſpirits. She ſays 
you are now her natural heir, and ſhe 
is certain no mother ever loved her 
daughter better than ſhe does you. 


F ortune, you ſee, my dear, ſmiles on 


you. But I know you have too much 
good ſenſe to allow it to have the 
effect on you it has on too many. I 
have little elſe to write you. 

1 beg, my deareſt Clarinda, you will 
let me hear from you every opportunity. 
I hope you will not ſtay long in 
Scotland: and though I wiſh for you 
here, yet, I think, I could be glad Sir 
Harry did not return till Mr. Hope 


ſails.— What a terrible diſtance will 


ſoon be betwixt me and him who, could 
lighten all my cares! O Clarinda, 
don't you think we might have lived 
bappy enough on the intereſt of my 
fortune, and what Mr. Hope could 

have 
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have made of his buſineſs; without 
going abroad? I am fare,, both he 
and I could have been content; and 
is it not ſurpriſing, that people ſhould 
give themſelves pain to pleaſe the 
vanity of others? They fay, what is 
a year or two, when it will be fach an 
advantage? A year or two is a long 
time in this ſhort life to look forward; 
ſhort, indeed, to- look back ! Oh, my 
dear, my heart is big, and the tears 
blind me while F write. What, my 
dear friend, can be the matter with- 
me? But don't, I beſeech you, mention 
it to Mr. Hope. I am never fa well 
as where I am writing to him—But, 
alas! that confolation will ſoon be 
out of my power. — The ſooner, you 
will fay, the better. God fend us all 
a happy meeting! Caroline writes. 
WP her I leave the cengratulatory' 

 H 4 compliments 


.f, 
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compliments of all here, and am, but 
I hope not, ever ſo, 


| Your vapouriſh friend, 


Fanny RENTON. 


Mr 50 CATHCART 70 Miſs FANNY 
RENTON. 


Y dear vapouriſh, but I hope 
not, ever vapouriſh Fanny, 
you muſt give me leave to {cold you. 
What, in the name of common ſenſe, 
could you mean to ſwell mole hills 
into mountains ? Why, my dear, you 
made me-ſhed as many tears, on read- 
ing your letter, as if it had been—— 
the laſt act of a tragedy. And I muſt 
not pretend to adviſe you, as you are 
ſo wiſe as to know already, every 
thing 
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thing that can be ſaid} Then What 
muſt: I write? - Suppoſe, I tell you, 
that your favourite ſwain, a handſome 
young fellow of one and twenty, is 
ſo much taken up wich the idea of 
your charms, that not all the graces 
of Miſs ' Cathcart, Mis Roberts, and 
che novelty of innu merable Scotch beau- 
ties are able to tear you from his me- 
mory one moment? Will, not. . this 
pleaſe you? What would mang heart- 
broken maids. give to be in Four. con- 
dition! To love, and be beloved 
And to have two years. to hope! Why, 
my dear, after yau get over the ſharp 
pinch of, parting, it will be the happieſt 
two years of your life. What. ſignity 
riches, grandeur, or other earthly en- 
joyments, when we have them in yy 
ſeſſion? 

Here is my honeſt. father fayi ing, 
dear Clarinda, and my deareſt daughter, 
8 H 5 I hope 
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in ſuſpenſe as to the time you intend 
to make him happy! Then here is Sit 


Harry at my feet, ſighing, dying, ly- 


mg, and playing over all the ſilly 
tricks that have been practiſed ſince 
the days of Adam. No, don't you 
think I ſhould be glad to ſend him off 


for about a couple of years, that I 


might have all this pleaſure to hope 
for, rather than by having him here, 


put an end to it all at once? Come, 


come, my dear, no more of your va- 
pours.— Prepare to comfort me, Who. 
it ſeems, muſt ſoon be fettered for 
fe. Don't be afraid, that 1 will allow 
Sir Harry to be always dangling at my 
elbow. You ſhall ſee I will be a more 
faſhionable wife. Lou and T ſhall {till 
have our private walks, and private 
apron too. Imuſt oo 9 * 


Hr: 
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And now, my dear; let me tell you, 

under regard to your withes; befbtre 
ever I received your letter, we were 
determined not to leave this 2 
till Mr. Hope ſhould ſet fail. 
Betſy has got a letter wrote byter 
grandmother's own hand, deſiring her 
not to hurry herſelf home on her ac- 
count. It is reaſonable, -ſhe ſays, that 
ſhe ſhould have a little pleaſure: after 
the fright ſhe has got; and as ſhe 
knows ſhe is fafe and in good com- 
pany, ſhe will be very well ſatisfied if 
ſhe ſees her in two months; end to 
make her entirely eaſy, ſhe has got 
Mrs Wright, a diſtant relation of hers, 
to be with her during her abſence. Sd 
Betfy is quite happy... 

I had a letter yeſterday from Lady 
Evergreen: She rejoices at my ſafety. 
It is dated from Edinburgh. She hopes 
to ſee my father and me there. Mn 

| H. 6 Daug las, 
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Donglas, the two Miſs Douglas, and 


all of us are to ſet out the end of 
this week. Mr. Dauglas has wrote to 
a friend to take lodgings for us, and 


if they can be got, a furniſned houſe, 


that we may be all one family. 


Lou cannot imagine, how ſurprized 
Captain Friendly was at the unexpected 
viſit of his father; but I will enter- 


tain you with particulars- at meeting. 


1 am going to-morrow to Glaſgow 
aſſembly. + I am to dance with Captain 
Friendly ; Sir Harry, with Miſs Douglas. 
An exchange, Fanny ; for, betwixt you 


and me, I believe Miſs Douglas will 


ſoon be your neighbour; and a good 
ſociable girl ſne is: you will like her 
vaſtly. Your fwain will not be pre- 
vailed on to engage a partner. He 
has buſineſs to tranſact for Sir George; 
ſo does not know if he ſhall get in time 
to the aſſembly or not. I was obliged 
| 9 to 
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to buy ſome cloaths at Glaſgow, but 
our good houſe-keeper has thought 
proper to ſend, with my father, my 
whole wardrobe. All my drawers 
have been broken up, and, I ſuppoſe, 
all my letters read. There is no help 
for it. Women's ſecrets always ſpread, 
ſome way; no great matter, how. 

I was entertained with your obſer- 
vations on Lady Betty Williams. But, 
my dear, you muſt not believe your- 


ſelf capable of judging right, while 


you have the vapours. Lady Betty, 1 
dare anſwer, thought her compliments 
to you would have been troubleſome 
at a time, when, perhaps, ſhe ſaw the 
tear in your eye. And Caroline, no 

doubt, had her honeſt countenance 
improved by the pleaſure of having 
made a conqueſt of the agreeable 
Lord Edgar. No wonder, then, her 
ladyſhip, lince ſhe chuſes to compli- 


ment, 
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ment, ſhould PU it on her, rather 
than on the woeful figure of the once 
amiable Fanny. Why, if your looks, 
my dear, correſpond with what you 
have ſcribbled with your pen, you 
are a perfect memento mori. Then, I 
ſuppoſe, Lady Renton looks on you 
with concern; thinks it beſt not to 
take notice of your. grief; and by this 
method hopes it will wear off. — But 
nothing will pleaſe you — You think 
you are of , no conſequence in the 
family! It i is a charming thing, my 
dear, to be bumble. I ſuppoſe you. 
remember the fable of the drop of 
water which was, ripened 1 into a pearl? 
And ſo, madam, you forget, till che 
end of your letter, to acquaint me that 
I am to be heireſs of Caſtleton! A matter, 
indeed, to a girl of my philoſophical. 
turn, that will not have any bad conſe- 
quences. But, if I had received this 
* 1 
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news ſome time ago, I ſhould have 
had the full ſwing of my own airs, 
for at leaſt theſe ſix years. But what 
does it ſignify now, when I have pro- 
miſed, within a twelve month, to give 
Sir Harry a right to me and mine? 
And yet, he is ſo unconſcionable as 
not to be ſatisfied. Do you think 
you could help a friend to an equivo - 
cation, that would enable her to draw 
back? If you can, let me have it in 
your next. 

I fappole Mr. Hope has informed 
you by letter, that Mr. Friendly, Sir 
Harry, my father, and himſelf, haye 
lodgings in Glaſgow — They are hebe 
every day. Mr. and Mrs. Dowglas; I 

am ſure, have troubleſome gueſts of 
us, and it is their own fault. If the 
Scots, in general, be like this family, 
they are certainly a very N 
rope, 


I write 
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. I write. to Caroline by the ſame poſt. 

My next ſhall be from Edinburgh. No 

more of your dumps. Be all yourſelf 

in your next, and never expect to be 

humoured in your eee griefs, 

Wnt 1 
| 1 A 


De ee 
Mis Carncarmt, t Miſs FLoYD. 
My dear Nang, 


HAD this day the favdarict yours. 

It was ſent me from - Parkly; As 1 
have ſatisfied your curioſity, and an- 
ſwered all your queſtions. in my laſt, 
even before you aſked them, I have 
now fat down to let you know what 1 
am. doing in, the great metropolis of 
Scotland. | 
i 1 ſhould 
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I ſhould firſt give you an account 
of the arrival of my friends; but as 1 
am well acquainted with the juſtneſs 
of your imagination, I will leave you 
to gueſs a ſcene 'in which I was too 
much intereſted to pretend to deſcribe 
it. And now to begin. 

We have got a very handſome fur- 
niſhed houſe in a ſquare at the back 
of the town; there are ten of us in 
family. I ſhall begin with the gentle- 
men, as they are moſt numerous; Sir 
Harry Renton, Mr. Friendly, Mr. Doug- 
las, Captain Friendly, Mr. Hope, and 
my father: ladies, the two Miſs Doug- 
lass, Miſs Roberts, and Miſs Cathcart. 
We arrived here on Monday laſt, and 
have been engaged in ſome public 
entertainment every night ſince. Tuęſ- 
day we were at Lady Evergreen's rout, 
in the palace of Holyrood-houſe. Moſt 
of the quality and gentry of the place. 

were 


162 The Has Tory of 


were there, and, indeed, I don't think 
Lever before, faw ſo many fine wo- 
men met together. Who would have 
thought Lady Evergreen would have 
had any routs here, as her ſtay is to 
be fo ſhort! But her ladyſhip ſays it 
was very neceſſary, Sir George having 
ſo public a poſt. Wedneſday we were 
at the play, and Thurſday we were at 
the aſſembly, FI was ſtill more delight- 
ed with the beauty of the Scots wo- 
men. There were very few of them 
ornamented with jewels, nor indeed do- 
they need them to ſet off their charms. . 
As to the men, Sir Harry, Mr. Hope, 
and Captain Friendly, are ſo handſome, 
that I could not help giving the pre- 
ference to the Engliſß men. 

Lady Evergreen would have been 
the moſt brilliant in her dreſs, if a fine 
Heſt-India lady had not been there 
who outſhined her. She is originally 
8 Engliſh, 


Miſs Clarinda Cathcart, 163 


Engliſh; her name Brectet. IT mention 
her ſo particularly, as ſhe was intro- 
duced to Lady Evergreen, who told 
her of my father and me being Engliſb. 
and that we were to be no longer 
here than till Sir George ſails. Mrs. 
Brecket paid me a great many com- 
pliments, and faid ſhe ſhould be glad, 
if our time and her's would agree, to 
have our company to Londen: She 
invited us to dine with her on Manday. 
We have promiſed to wait on her. 
They ſay ſhe is worth an immenſe deal 
of money; conlequently you may 
believe, will be careſſed every where. 
For my own part, I ſhould not be 
ſorry if our time and her's did not 


anſwer; but my father ſeems pleaſeck | 


to cultivate her acquaintance. 

But whom do you think I ſaw at 
the aſſembly, as gay and happy as 
you pleaſe, but Lord Elmer! He began 

the- 


1 
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the ſecond ſet with a celebrated beauty, 
who made her firſt appearance here 
(it ſeems) this Winter, and every one 
gives it out ſhe is to be married to 
tis lordſhip. Few men, I believe, 
if any, Nancy, die of love, or women. 
Either, I hope. I aſſure you I was 
extremely glad to ſee his lordſhip. 
He had heard of my being here, ſo 
did not ſeem ſurpriſed. I fancy he 
knows what brought me too, but he 
did not fay fo. I told him I was 
glad to ſee him ſo agreeably engaged. 
He tryed, I thought, a ſigh, and ſaid, 
« Time, Miſs Cathcart, is a good 
« phyſician.” I am glad, my lord,” 
_ aid I, you have found it ſo.” 

The young lady's name is Campbel, 
Miſs Louiſa Campbel. She ſeems about 
ſixteen; has a great deal of ſweetneſs 
in her countenance; her hair fair, 
eyes blue, with long dark eye laſhes, 
| which 


„ 
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which make one miſtake her eyes for 
black. She iy very tall of her age, 
and has a graceful air when ſhe dances. 
His lordſhip, I ſuppoſe, is apt to be 
catched at firſt fight; fo, if his mif- 
treſſes have any "other charms than 
beauty, it is more owing .to chance 
than his penetration. They fav, how- 
ever, that Miſs Campbe! (as well as 
my Fanny) is a very accompliſhed 
young lady. 

You are very. impatient for my com- 
ing home! So ſhould I myſelf, but 
this Sir Harry is fo earneſt about his 
happy day, as he calls it, that I am 
terrtbly afraid, as ſoon as I have got 
home, I ſhall be teized into compliance. 
Now, Nancy, having my ſwain with 
me, and in no ſeeming danger to loſe 
him, I would fain keep as long from 
being fhackled as I can. But, at any 
rate, my dear, my father thinks it ne- 


ceſſary, 
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ceſſary, ſince we are here, to wait till 
Sir George fails, and boeh! Sir Harry 
and I think we ought to wait on Mr. 
Friendly. But I dare fay we ſha'nt be 
much longer here, though we are 
much importuned to ſtay for the hun- 
ter's ball. I muſt conclude, having 
to dreſs for the gentlemen's concert, 
which they have here weekly. To- 
morrow I am to be engaged all day. 
In the morning we are to go into 
the country, to ſee—I have forgot 
what; in the evening to the play 
with a company quite ſtrangers 
to me, moſt of them relations of 
the Miſs Douglas's. So, as I know 
your impatience, I will ſeal up my let- 
ter to be ready for to-morrow's poſt. 
My love to your mother and Poll. 
Adieu. 

| _ CLarinpa CATHCART. 


Miſs 


| 
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* | FEM | 1 32 
N CarheART, to Miſs FLorvp. 
| nn 0 


TITHOUT waiting for a letter 

VVfrom my dear Nan, I have 
got up two hours ſooner than ordinary, 
to give her the NES adventures 
of yeſterday. 

I told-you, .in my laſt, that my fa- 
ther and I were invited to dine with 
Mrs. Brectet on Manday. I forgot, I 
believe, to mention, that ſhe ſaid to 
him, ſhe underſtood, by Lady Ever- 
green, that the Miſs Douglas's, (whom 
he had ſeen at the aſſembly) and we 
lived in the ſame houſe. Yes, ma- 
dam,“ ſaid my father, © we are very 
happy; we make a large family; 
there are ten of us, beſides atten- 
£ dants.” „ Well,” ſaid ſne, Mr. 
“ Cathcart, remember I give a general 
mvitatdlon, 
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invitation, and ſhall expect your 
„ whole family, if they are not other- 
« wiſe engaged.” © They are not, 
« madam,” anſwered my father, that 


„ know of; and, I dare ſay, they 
will do _—— the n to 


Wait on you.“ 
Accordingly we were all dreſſed out 


yeſterday to the beſt advantage; I in 


my new mourning for my Couſin 


| Blackmore, whole death, I ſuppoſe, 


you have heard of. Mr. Friend, 


the captain, and Mr. Douglas, hap- 


pened to be engaged. The reſt ſet all 
out in chairs, between three and four 


- o'clock. We were amazed, when we 
went in, at the number of ſervants, 
and richneſs of their livery. We were 


conducted into a very handſome room, 
though not ſo elegant as to correſpond 


with every thing elſe. But I ſuppoſe 
it was the beſt lodgings the place 


could 
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could afford, when ſhe wanted them. 
In about five minutes the lady made 
her appearance, very elegantly dreſſed. 
« Mr. Cathcart,” ſaid ſhe, I am ex- 
« tremy glad to ſee you, and you, 
« Miſs Cat bart. The Miſs Doug- 
lass, madam, Sir Harry Renton, Mr. 
Hape, ſaid my father, introducing 
them, 

„I am very happy, ladies and 
e gentlemen,” ſaid Mrs. Brecket, © to 
have the pleaſure of your company: 
Pray be ſeated - no ceremony: But, 
< Mr. Cathcart, you have not brought 
&« all your family.“ “ No, madam,” 
replied my father, * there are three of 
<< our gentlemen who were unluckily 
engaged; they beg their compl- 
ments to you.” —— J ſhould have 
been glad to have ſeen them,“ re- 
turned ſhe. But pray, Sir Harry, 
are you any relation of Sir Milliam 

Vol. II. I Kenton, 
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* Renton, of Renton Park?“ I am 
<« his ſon, madam,” anſwered he. My 
father died within © theſe three 
* months.” . Good God!” ſaid the 
lady, and ſhe trembled; “ you know 
Mr. Friendly, then?“ We were 
quite amazed. Yes, madam,” ſaid 
my father, Mr. Friendiy and his fon 
are two of our family, who regretted 
their being engaged, as it put it out 
* of their power to wait on you.” — 
The lady's trembling increaſed. Oh, 
« fir,” replied ſhe, “ then you can tell 
« me!—ls Tommy Hope alive?“ Im- 

agine our ſurpriſe. Mr. Hope turned 
as pale as aſltes. We were all ſilent. 
«.O0h, gracious heaven!“ ſaid ſhe, 

my fon is dead! your filence con- 
firms it!ꝰ - and ſhe ſunk quite motion- 

leſs on her ſeat. Mr. Hope, for ſome 
moments, was fixed to his chair. On 
2 fudden he ſprung up, and throwing 
himſelf 
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himſelf at his mother's feet, and took- 
ing up, faid—* Oh, graciousGod! look 
<« down with pity, and, undeceive me not 
7 in having found a parent!” — We were 
all ſtanding around them — The lady, 
called into life, as it were, by her 
ſon's voice, looked up, and then on 
him.—“ Yes,” ſaid ſhe, I recolle& 
< your once well-known features.” — 
And throwing her arms around his 
neck, ſaid. Oh, merciful God! 
« Thou haſt now made me amends 
« for all my troubles. Oh! my dear 
« Tommy, my deareſt Tommy Hope PP 
The happy youth held her in his 
arms.—* It muſt be fo,” faid he. I 
« have found a kind and affectionate 
“parent. —=Oh, merciful God! may I 
ever admire, and be enabled to make 
a right uſe of the wonderful turns 
« of thy providence!“ We got Mr. 
12 Hape 
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Hope ſeated next his mother, while 
ſhe, with his hand in hers, aſked an 
hundred queſtions, at once, of the 
anxious and wondering ſon. 

.O Nandy, how faint is the deſcrip- 
tion I give of this affecting, this tender 
ſcene! Yet I could not but attempt o 
deſcribe is. 

As foon as Mrs. Brectet was tole- 
rably compoſed, ſhe rung the bell, 
and ordered, that no company ſhould 
be admitted. Mr. Hope 4 qp 
the goodneſs of Mr. Friendy, 
dwelt, with grateful raptures, on 75 
fatherly kindneſs. He told his mother, 
that both that gentleman and his fon 
were now in this country, on his 
account, and were ſtaying till he 
ſnould fail with Sir George Evergreen. 
He acquainted her with their intention 
of bringing him up to the practice of 
Pty fie and chat it was thought ne- 


ye opt np celle 
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etſſary he ſhould go abroad, for the 
improvement of his ſtudies. © You 
* have no occaſion,” ſaid ſhe, «© my 
e dear Tommy, to go abroad, ſince 
ce you will have a fortune equal to 
© moſt gentlemen in England ; and, 
< thank God H you will have it in your 
« power, and I hope you will have 
te the” inclination} to repay all thoſe 
ho were ſo good as to aſſiſt your 
„ unhappy father: (the tear of re- 
membrance ſtarted in her eye) And 
„ hope; my dear, we ſhall alſo ſhew 
our gratitude to the generous and 
«worthy Mr. Friendly. Mr. Cathcart, 
* is it nor poſſible” to ſee him this af- 
<* ternoon ?” My father anſwered, that 
he would go directly and find him. 
A ſervant acquainting us that dinner 
was on the table, it was agreed, it 
would be better to delay going till after 
we. had dined, and that he ſhould tell 
I 3 Mr. 
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Mr. Friendly nothing of the matter, 
but only ſay, that Mrs. Brecket deſired 
to ſee him, to conſult ſomething abour 
Mr. Hope, as ſhe underſtood he was 
going to the ſame place where ſhe 
came from, and that ſhe intended to 
give him ſome recommendatory letters, | 
in caſe Mr. Friendly approved of it. 

We die little elſe. at dinner bur | 
look at the happy. mother and fon; 
they, at one another. My father had 
not patience, but looking at his watch, 
on the removal of the firſt. courſe, ſaid, 
he was certain Mr. Friendly would be | 
dined, and he would. go- and bring 
him. Well,” ſaid Mrs. Brecket, 
« ] will not begin to give an account 
* of what has happened to me ſince. 
4 left England, till your return.” 
My father went away, and did not 
come back for above an hour. We 
were beginning to grow quite impa- 


Miſs Clarinda Cathcart. 175 


tient, when the door opened, and in 
came my father, Mr. Friendly, and the 
captain. Mr. Friendly, madam, and 
* the captain,” ſaid my father, ad- 
dreſſing himſelf to Mrs. Brecket, —— 

« Pray, gentlemen,” faid ſhe, © be 
os ted am extremely glad to ſee 
you.“ 
Lou do me a great deal of ho- 
*© nour, madam,” returned Mr. Friend- 
ly, looking firſt on her, then at Mr. 
Hope. He ſighed, and was ſilent. 
Pray, ſtr”; ſaid Mrs, Brecket, © if. I 
am not miſtaken, I have had the 
e pleaſure of ſeeing you before.“ 
She was affected. Mr. Friendly, look- 
ing at her ſtedfaſtly, and ſeeing her 
emotion, ſaid, © My God! is it poſ- 
< ſible ? Can I believe my own eyes?“ 
She, unable to command herſelf any 
longer, aroſe, and would have thrown 
herſelf at his feet, if he had not pre- 
. 24 vented 


176 The HTS Tory of 


vented her. Yes, Mr. Friendly,” 
faid ſhe, © I am the ſame Mrs. Hope, 
- * whom your generous compaſſion 
* comforted with my unfortunate hu- 
« ſband, and to whoſe poor orphan 
you have proved more than a father. 
May the all-gracious God ſhower- 
* down his choiceſt bleſſings on you. 
and yours, and reward you for the 
more than generous action!“ 

Mr. Friendly was filent for ſome mi- 
nutes. Mr. Hope ſtood with his lips 
quivering, but unable to ſpeak. Cap-- 
tain Friendly was loſt in amazement,—- 
We at laſt got them ſeated—— Mr. 
Friendly ſaid, Indeed, madam, I am. 
<« {© ſurpriſed, that I can ſcarce believe 
„J am awake. But what extraordi- 
« nary turn of Providence has brought. 
& about this unexpected happy event?“ 
<« believe,“ faid Mrs. Brecket, you. 


$ are not yet 9 enough to 


hear, 


_—_— —ͤ 1 


Miſs Clarinda Cathcert. 17 


« hear, nor am I to relate, the parti» 
« culars.” Here a pauſe. of a ſhort 
interval enſued; after which Mrs, 
Brecket prepared to gratify the cu- 
riaſity of the company, by a recital af 
her ſtory. ' 
And now, my dear * will L 
proceed to give you the hiſtory of Mrs. 
Brecket, in her owt. words; or, at 
leaſt, as near as I can recolle& them. 
J ſuppoſe,” ſaid ſhe, © there is a 
part of this company, who does not 
* know, and therefore it will be pro- 
per to premiſe, that I left England 
« with my huſband about fifteen years 
© ago, and that, when we went awayy 
« we had nothing but what the good» 
e neſs of our creditors, and the unpa- 
„ ralleled generoſity of Mr. Friendly ' 
(who was a principaj creditor) ſup- 
<< plied us with. It is needleſs to dwelb 
« on ſcenes of diſtreſs, or to endea- 
1 5 won 
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« your to picture out what any one, of 
* a generous nature, may ſuppoſe would 
ebe our caſe, leaving our native 
d country, loaded with favours? rom 
« thoſe, who had ſuffered by us, and 
& whom, in all probability, we ſhoult 
* never have it in our power to tepay ; 
and to leave an only child, of whom 
< we were doatingly fond, to a gen- 
«-tleman, indeed, who had given us 
„ undoubted proofs: of his generoſity 
<« and friendſhip, but whom, if God 
«* ſhould pleaſe to take away, there 
« was no other to protect his helpleſs 
„e infancy. He was then only ſeven 

« years of age.' You may think it 
« ſtrange, ladies, that among our rela- 
«tions, we ſhould not find any who 
« would take this charge upon them; 
« but never ſhall I forget their unna- 
& tural behaviour! Though they knew 
« 115 unforſeen Ls we had been 
* i ce « drawn 


& 
b 


Miſs Clarinda Cathcart. 179. 


* drawn into by. a law: ſuit, and the 


« loſs Mr. Hope had ſuffered by being 
e ſurety for a worthy friend, who had. 
e been unfortunate: in trade; though 
ce they knew all this, they accuſed us. 
« of extravagance ; ſaid, they ſaw our 


ruin long before it happened; and 


ce even went ſo far, as to endeavour to 
« prevent thoſe, who. were willing to 
<« afiſt us, by perſuading them their 
<« favours, would. be loſt on creatures. 
ho could ſpend a kingdom if they 
<«<-had it, and die beggars. The be- 
<« haviour of | theſe cruel. relations was 


more ſevere than I can. expreſs, or 
can well be imagined by any, except 


«thoſe who have experienced the like... 
« You may believe we had no regret 
in leaving them, but was rather 
glad to be out of the hearing of 
« their. unjuſt reflections, which had. 


i rad, and were. believed by many, 
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* who knew us only by hear-ſay.— 
In ſhort, after getting ſeveral re- 
* commendatory letters, and the fleet 
being ready to fail, we took leave of 
* our country, recommending our dear 


_ © Tommy to the protection of God Al- 
„ mighty, and, under his all-ſuffici- 


« ency, to the good Mr. Friendly. We 
« fet ſail on the 28th of November. 
The weather being remarkably 


« good for the ſeaſon of the year, and 


I being ſoothed and comforted” by 
« the tenderneſs of my dear huſband, 
« who bade me always look forward to 
« days of happineſs, I began to be 
* duced to a family that were going 
<« to the ſame place where we intended 
« to fix, but unluckily, as we both 


thought it, we were engaged to 


« different ſhips. However, the wea- 


« ther, as I faid before, being calm, 
— * — 
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« we frequently vilited one another, 
and uſed to entertaim ourſelves with 
« cards, and often talking over how 
« happy we thought ourſelves in being 
* going to the fame place, and pro- 
« miſing always n up an inti- 

macy. 
We had e — 
% at ſea, when, one afternoon, Mr. 
Hope was engaged with the captain 
c of the ſhip at picquet. I was amu- 
« fing myſelf, by looking on, when 
« one of the ſailors came down to the 
% cabbin, and told us, Captain Brows 
« had ſent his long boat with his com- 
e phments, and thoſe of Mr. and Mrs. 
« Cranſton, (the names of the gentle - 
« man and lady whom we were now 
* ſo intimate with) and begged Mr. 
Hopes company and mine that after- 
« noon. I would have declined go- 
M ing, as I ſaw Mr. Hope was ſo keenly” 
"90 engaged 
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engaged with the captain; but he- 
4 {aid, unleſs: F would conſent to go 
without him, he would: beg to be 
* excuſed by the captain, and go with 
me. As I ſaw he would rather ſtay 
«behind, being afraid, I ſuppoſe, the 
captain would take it amiſs, I went 
« by myſelf.” Here the tears almoſt 
choaked her, and ſhe was unable to 
proceed for ſome minutes..—Recover-- 

herſelf, however, ſhe went on? 
I had not been aboard of Captain 
* Broton's ſhip above an hour, whem a 
violent ſtorm aroſe, that threatened 
4 every moment to daſh us to pieces: 
<< Moſt of the paſſengers were ſilent” 
through fear, but I was like one 
* diſtracted, begging. and praying, for 
«God's ſake, to take me to my hu 
«ſband. No one regarded me. All. 
hands, that could be of any uſe, 
were Arena I ſcrambled up the 
« cabbin 


$4 44 41196 
* . 


- 


Mifs Clarinda Cathcart. 184 


r cabbin ſtairs, while the' waves were- 
« daſhing over my head; O, my God! 
& what a ſcene was I, a poor, weak 
* woman, deſtined to ſee'! The: ſhip 
te where my dear huſband was, in a 
&« few minutes after J got upon deck, 
«in my ſight, was daſhed to pieces 
* on a rock! My ſenſes quite forſook 
« me. Twas a wonder I was not 
« trampled to death, or waſhed over- 
« board by the waves. But it was 
ce decreed that I ſhould live, and feel 
ee the weight of ſorrows, which, long, 
« Jong did I think would never have an 
Send. 

How long re in this ſtate 
c of inſenſibility, I cannot ſay. The 
« firſt thing I remember was, Mrs. 
« Cranſton ſtanding by my bed-fide, 
<« and begging me to bear my misfor- 
C tunes like a chriſtian. The ftorm, 
« ſhe ſaid, was now over, 1 that 


— 
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ct time, ſhe hoped, would get the bet⸗ 
ter of my grief, and that ſhe again 
* would be happy in my company. 
* She did. and faid-all ſhe could to 
“ comfort: me, but it was impoſſible. 
« 'The idea I had of my dear huſband- 
&« putting up his prayers for the pro - 
<« tection. of his wife and ſon, and my 
« ſeeing him ſink. to the bottom of the 
« ſea, was continually before my eyes. 
« Oh, that I had ſunk with him in his 
« arms, cried I; then I had been hap- 
ce py! *Tis impoſſible I can live, and 
* bear this inſupportable load of woc 
«Twas in vain they endeavoured to 
<«< reaſon with me; my grief was too 
te great to admit of confolation.. I 
<« really believe my brain was hurt; 
« for all I remember of our voyage 
* and landing is fo faint, that I can- 
* not give you the leaſt account of» 
* it; for after I was well, I never 
| « duſt 


: , » 2x R 0 F X + 


- 
4 
4 
s 
: 
4 
Os 
8 
« 


[4 
f 
5 


Miſs Clarinds Gathcart. 185 
c durſt venture on the ſubject. 
« Mr. and Mrs. Craaſton kept me 


many months in their houſe, before 


&« T was capable of thanking them for 


e their kindneſs, or conſidering that L 
* was a poor uſeleſs dependant on their 


bounty. At laſt I began to be ca- 


« pable of reflection; and the tears 


te that I then ſhed gave me the great- 


« eſt relief, I prayed to Gol to forgive 
« my deſpondency, and begged his 


protection. In ſhort, through his 
* divine mercy; I every day became: 
« better. Mrs. Cranſton appeared {d- 


4 happy, that I had no reaſon to think 
* ſhe looked on me as a burthen. 
.« She repreſented to me how ſinful it 
« was to repine at the 'providence. of 
God, and, though Mr. Friendly 
* ſhould die, that my fon would ſtill 


be protected by the father of the 


fatherleſs. Her converſation, and: 


K . 
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my own reflection, that we are only, 


—— in. this world, as travellers, and that 


< whether our journey through it be 


* ſmooth or rugged is a matter of 


very little importance, had the de- 


ſired effect. In ſhort, I began to 
be ſurpriſed at my own weakneſs. 
Mr. Hope, I conſidered, was arrived 
at his long home; and as I knew he 
< was a good and upright man, I had 
* reaſon. to think him happy. Then 
«© why ſhould I repine at his going 
before me to a place, where, if I 
« ſtudied to do my duty, I was certain 
one day to follow? Theſe thoughts 
& calmed me quite; and Mrs. Cranſtvn 
and I were quite happy in the 
4 friendſhip of one another. Mr. 
Cranſton is a real good man; he 
„ makes an affectionate huſband, and 
< kind father. His buſineſs obliged 
6 . to be much from home, and 


* he 
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he was ſo good as often to expreſs 


how happy he was in his wife 
ing me for a companion. 

In this agreeable tranquillity ad 

I continue about half a year, when 

A the governor of "the place came to 

&« viſit at Mr. Cranſtons. The white 


% women being very ſearce in that 
t country, when any ſtranger comes of 


<& that complexion, they are certain of 
© a croud. of admirers. The diſmal 
& way T had. been in, and my not ap- 
& pearing much in company, prevent= 
% me from having any, even after my 
recovery. However, this: circum- 
& ſtance, it ſeems, had raiſed me in 
< the governor's eſteem, and he came 
pre-: poſſeſſed much in my favour. 
This gentleman was a widower, 
had only one ſon, and, by living 
very frugally, had. acquired an im- 
menſe fortune. In ſhort, that very 
| dap, 


| 
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* day, after dinner, he took Mr. Cran- 
& fan aſide, and told him his inten- 
e tion of paying his addreſſes to me, 
< and aſked him, if he thought he 
was likely to ſucceed.» Mr. Cranſton 
told him, that I had of late got up 
my ſpirits wonderfully, and that he 
* hoped I would not be fo blind to my 
* own intereſt as to refuſe- him. In 
&* ſhort, his friendſhip» for me made 
him ſay ſo much in my favour, that 
Mr. Brecket was quite impatient to 
& be out of ſuſpenſe. 
It is needleſs to trouble you with 
& the particulars of his courtſhip. - By 
the entreaty of my good friends, 
Mr. and Mrs. Cranſton, and think 
<« jt would be in my power to provide 
for my fon, I conſented, though 1 
4 muſt own reluctantly, for my af- 
« fections were buried in 2 watry 
grave. : 


„ Mr. 


1 
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Mr. Brertet was a man very up- 
right in his dealings, hut was fo 
far from being generous, that he 
* would not part with the ſmalleſt 
ce trifle to relieye his neareſt friend. 
This gave me great uneaſineſs. To 
* be in the midſt of plenty, and not 
to contribute to the eaſe of my fel- 
lo- creatures, was to me worſe, than 
if I had been in want of the com- 
mon neceſſaries of life. 1 ſoon found 
it was impoſſible to do any thing 
for my ſon. When I mentioned 
him, he was peeviſh, and ſaid, he 
believed I was fonder of my ſon, 
„ than of my huſband. I often hint- 
-* ed at the generoſity of Mr. Friendly, 
„but all the return I got was, that 1 
+ ought to be thankful I had left him 
* in ſuch good hands. In ſhort, I led a 
very dilagreeable life, which the con- 
ſiderations I before mentioned, were 


the 
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the only things that made me bear it 
< with tolerable patience. We had very 
< little company came to the houſe, 
except on buſineſs, and thoſe I had 
* no occaſion to ſee, as my huſband 
<« ſeldom gave them an invitation to a 
meal. I had, moreover, not very 
<« often the pleafure of my dear Mrs. 
„ Cranſton's company. She eaſily ſaw 
„ ſhe was not made welcome by Mr. 
Hrecket, conſequently her good ſenſe 
ee taught her, that her viſits would ra- 
<« ther give me pain than pleaſure. I 
% endeavoured to do my duty as 
« chearfully as I could, and as my re- 
<« tired way of living had recommend- 
« ed me to his favour, he did not 
% doubt but I was content with my 
4 ſituation, I really believe, next to 
his money, he loved me better than 
any thing on earth. 
. | « His 
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His ſon was about eighteen when 
i married, and was as wild and ex- 
* travagant as his father was other- 
* wiſe, It is impoſſible to tell you 
„ what methods he took to draw mo- 
< ney from his father; and what he 
got was all ſquandered away cn 
« lewd women, and m drunkenneſs. 
« Before he was one and twenty, his 
« conſtitution was quite broken. . Tis 
hard to ſay whetker Mr. Brecket, or 
« his ſon led the moſt uncomfortable 
„ life. The firſt was continually un- 
* eaſy in his mind about hoarding up 
money, which he knew not how to 
« purchaſe one pleaſure with; and the 
* laſt was borne down with a crazy 
« body, and the diſagreeable reflection 
<* of bringing it on by his own intem- 
e perance, How am I ſurprized, 
« when I think on all mankind, as it 
were, aiming and ftriving for hap- 

« pinecſs, 
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* pineſs, and the different extraordi- 
ce nary methods they take to attain it! 
« Mr. Brecket did not ſeem to have 
& much concern at his ſon's bad ſtate 
4 of health. It was with difficulty, 
after he was confined to his bed, 
that I got him to ſend for a phyſi- 
«.cjian. Indeed, I believe he did not 
« think him in danger; but when the 
«*« phyſician told him it was impoſſible. 
„to ſave him, he appeared a little 
e ſhocked. After he took his bed, he 
% lingered about a month, and, in that 
« time, ſeemed quite ſenſible of. his 
« folly. He was extremely fond of 
„ me, and told his father, the day be- 
ct fore he died, that I had ſhewn more 
« affection to him than ever he had re- 
% ceived from him or his own mo- 
ther. His death really affected me. 
Had he recovered, I am perſuaded 
he would have led a quite different 
Hie. 
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« life. - Mr. Brecket was a little affect - 
«ed at firſt, but it ſoon wore off. 

For ten years I may ſay I paſſed. 
% my time in a continued courſe of in- 
« activity. Cuſtom had made it tole- 
« rably eafy, though many an anxious 
e thought I had ſtill concerning my 
6: ſon. 

One day I was ſitting muſing on 
<« the happy days of my youth, and 
e on the different turns of fortune I 
« had experienced, when Mr. Brecket 
e came into the room. I was ſitting 
« with my back to the door, and be- 
e ing deep in thought I did not obſerve. 
« him, till he gave me a pat on the 
« neck, which made me give a ſudden 
« ſtart, My ſpirits being low, it put 
them in a flutter, and I burſt into 
<« tears, Mr. Brecket had never ſeen, 
« me do ſo before; fo was much ſur- 
e priſed, and begged to know what was 

Vol. II. K the 
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the matter. I could not tell him, 
but continued crying, till he flung 
from me in a paſſion. I was alarm- 
ed, and aroſe fuddenly, held him by 
« the coat, and begged him to have 
e patience, and I would fatisfy him. 
„He fat down by me, and ſeemed 
% very uneaſy. I ventured to tell him, 
„ that, when he came into the room, 
<< my thoughts were employed on con- 
<« fidering what an unnatural mother I 
had been, in never making any en- 
« quiry after a ſon, who, for years, 
had been living on the bounty of 
« ſtrangers. In ſhort, my tears had 
ſuch an effect on him, that he pro- 
& miſed to write, jointly with me, to 
« Mr. Friendly; and if my ſon was 
« Alive, to defire that he would ſet out 
« for the Weſt- Indies directly. He told 
c me, that, ſhould he ſurvive me, he 
&« would make my fon his heir; and, 
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te in ſhort, ſaid ſo many kind things, 
e that I began to accuſe myſelf, in my 
e own mind, for not having made 
C tryal of his good nature before; but, 
&« indeed, I had always ſtood as much 
« in awe of him as a child ve N 
ſevere parent. 
« I now ventured to ſay a great deal 
C to him, and had the ſatisfaction to + 
find, that every word ſeemed to affect 
« im. Next day, he went and gave 
« Mrs. Cranſton ſuch a kind invitation 
to come and ſee me that afternoon, 
« that ſhe was quite amazed. She 
* came, you may believe, with a 5 
e deal of pleaſure. 
We were fitting at tea in the af- 
« ternoon, Mr. Brecket much better 
company than I had ever ſeen him, 
« when, in a moment, he was ſeized 
«© with an apoplectic fit, and died in 
« leſs than two hours. I really cannot 
K 2 * ſay 
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« ſay how much I was affected. His 
« kindneſs to me, immediately before, 
<« had made an impreſſion on my heart, 
te naturally tender; yet that being ſud- 
« den, and the thoughts that I was 
now my own miſtreſs, and had a for- 
« tune that would enable me to con- 
« tribute to the happineſs of thouſands, 

e prevented me, I believe, from feeling 
« ſo much as I ought to have done, 


for a huſband, who had certainly 


„given me an undoubted proof of his 
« Joye, by leaving me his whole for- 
« tune. He had but few relations in 
te the place, and thoſe few refuſed to 
« come to his funeral. I was ſhocked 
&« at their behaviour, as I thought it was 
* carrying reſentment a terrible length, 
« to, refuſe ſeeing his remains laid in the 
« earth. However, all the principal 
people in the place were at his inter- 
+ ment. 


« After 
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After every thing was ſettled, I ac- 
<« quainted Mrs. Cranſton, that I in- 
e tended to go to my native country, 
and, to my great joy, ſhe informed 
me, that Mr. Cranſton had now made 
« ſo conſiderable a fortune, that they 
“ intended to do the ſame. In ſhort, 
© we ſtayed no longer than we could 
ce pet every thing ready. I wrote let- 
«ters to Mr. Breckef's relations, an- 
« ſent them conſiderable preſents, 
* which ſurpriſed them not a little, 
ce ard brought them to wait on me 
« with'many apologies for their beha- 
« yiour. We ſet fail the 5th of Au- 

gut laſt, and have had a very agree- 
«© able voyage. We landed at 
« where I left Mr. Cranfer and his 
* family with ſome of their friends, 
«© with whom they were to continue 
* three or four weeks. I was much 
* importuned to ſtay. likewiſe, but I 
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had a correſpondence to ſettle at 
_ © Edinburgh, about money matters, fo 
would not be prevailed on. I told 
<* them I ſhould not ſet out for Lon- 
don till they came here. I was quite 
<« impatient to know if my dear ſon 
© was alive, but in caſe he were not, 
* I thought I ſhould have occaſion for 
e my good Mrs. Cranſton to comfort 
me. On this account I did not write 
* to Mr, Friendy, or to any one elle. 
I had ſeveral letters to people of di- 
4 ſtinction in this place, who have 
« ſhewna me the greateſt civility and 
« reſpect. I am naturally of a chear- 
« ful, ſociable temper, ſo eaſily accept- 
« ed their invitations to the different 
e prblic entertainments. 

« My long confinement made me 
« think I was in a new world. I am 
<« one of thoſe that think it very ne- 
«* ceſſary to keep the ſpirits in due ele- 
vation, 
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<« vation, that we ſhould partake, in a 


% moderate way, of the innocent en- 
« joyments of life. I think there can- 
* not be a greater pleaſure, than to 
<« ſee, at a public entertainment, where 
there is regularity and order, hun- 
% dreds of people, ſeemingly happy 
in themſelves, and all endeavouring 
© to pleaſe one another. What is the 
d uſe of riches and power, if we ſpend 
* our days in a recluſe way, without 
* making either ourſelves, or any one 
the better? They who never enter 
into public life, cannot poſlibly have 
the ſame feeling, as thoſe who are 
fond of ſociety; at leaſt, I don't 
« think we have many examples of 
their doing generous actions. Their 
<«« purſes are generally as contracted 
«* as their minds, and both, as it were, 
«* are confincd to a corner. There 
were many of the young people 
K 4 « admire 
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admired at the aſſembly, and none 
more than Miſs Cathcart, I was 
vaſtly pleaſed when Lady Evergreen 
told me ſhe was a Londoner, and 
gave me ſome particulars of an ad- 
venture which raiſed her in my 
© efteem. Little did I imagine, Mr. 
«© Cathcart, that my invitation to your 
family would bring about 0 a 
<6 2 1 1 meeting !*? | 

Thus, my dear Nancy, did Mrs. 
Brecket finiſn her ſtrange adventures. 
"Bleſs me, what has ſhe not gone 
through ! Well may ſhe ſay, with Lady 
Randolph, that heaven, in ' mercy to 
mankind, keeps ſhut the book of fate; 
for, ſure, ſhe has borne ills, one by 
one, that, had ſhe foreſeen, the never 
could have endured. | | 
But what a happy turn is this for 
Mr. Hope, and my amiable F anny ! 


Oh, my dear * you can't imagine 
how 
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how I enjoy the proſpect « * fe- 


licity. 

You may imagine we al ch 
our wonder and admiration. We ſtaid 
till twelve o'clock, and then left the 
overjoyed ſon with his happy mother. 
We promiſed to be every day with 
her, and are all of us to ſet out for 
London together. I don't ſuppoſe we 
mall be here long. What an amazing 
deal have I wrote ! Sure this letter will 
more than anſwer your expectations. 
tt 1 is therefore time to bid you 


Adieu. | 


CLaRinda CaTHCART, 


* 


K . ꝙ¶» 1 Mi 
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Mr. Hop, to M/s F ANNY RenTox. 


My deareft Fanny, 


N unexpected turn of Provi- 
| dence makes me have the 
happineſs to acquaint you, that a 
ſtop is put to my voyage to the In- 

dies, and that I ſhall foon have the 
pleaſure of ſeeing my angel, who, I 
hope, will condeſcend to make my 
happineſs compleat, in beſtowing her 
dear ſelf on him, who thinks every 
other bleſſing taſteleſs without her, and 
with her would be unſpeakably happy 
in a cottage. Oh, Fanny! My beſt, 
my deareſt Fanny Tis impoſſible to 
tell you the particulars ; but, my dear 
angel, I have found a kind, a good, 
an affectionate mother! I will endea- 


your to give you an account in my 
next; 
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next; but I could nat delay a poſt, ſo 
have ſlipt out of the room to tell you 
how much, and how unalterably I am 


Yours, 


\ Tyqmas Hoey; 


N 
MiſsCarncart, to M Faxuv Aater üs 


OW am I ſet down to adviſe my 
fair friend not to be as much 
puffed up with proſperity, as ſne was 
caſt down in adverſity. How will La- 
dy Betty Williams, in a ſhort time, ad- 
mire the ſhining, bluſhing bride ! Did 
not I tell you, my dear, that you 
would be ripened into a pearl? Why, 
lat K 6 your 


* 
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your new mother will give you jewels, 
that all her ladyſhip's fortune would 
not be able to purchaſe. Now, ſhould 
you pretend that you are indifferent, 
and that Tommy's voyage being ſtopped 
is the only thing gives you pleaſure, 
remember I am not to believe you. 
And here is Sir Harry inſiſting me to 
conſent to be his, the ſame day you 
favour Tommy with your hand. Now, 
if one could be certain, that you 
would keep free for a year or two, I 
ſhould not much care, fince what muſt 
be, muſt be, that you and I might 
keep one another in countenance; but 
I muſt hear your meme before 1 
give my conſent. . 

But, my dear Fanny, have not we 
the greateſt reaſon in the world to ad- 
mire the wonderful turns of Provi- 
dence? Mr. Hope tells me he has wrote 


750 a full account of the melancholy 
adventures 


Miſs Clarinda Cathcart. 20 
adventures of his excellent mother: 
We ſee how her patience and reſigna- 
tion are now rewarded. She longs to 
fee you, and is prepared, my dear, to 
love and admire you. She is quite 
delighted with her fon, and happy, ſhe 
fays, he has fixed his affections on a 
young lady fo well brought up, as; 
ſhe knows, you muſt be by ſo good 
and worthy parents. But your Tommy, I 
ſuppoſe, has wrote you an account of 
every thing. I don't know, though; his 
head is ſo much taken up. All rap- 
tore, I ſuppoſe; but I muſt ſee his let- 
ters. I'll give you letter for letter in 
return, when we take our priyate 
walks, Oh, but I am afraid Mr. Hope 
will rob me of that pleaſure. Don't 
laugh at me ! can't bear to be laugh» 
ed at.—I mult, Fay, ſhew Mr. Hope 
your diſmal epiſtle, but not till after 
you are ſhackled. For, Lord have 
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mercy upon us, who would venture to 
marry a vapouriſh woman? And then, 
poor thing, if he ſhould draw back, — 
Why, my dear, if you do not take the 
lover's leap, you will certainly at leaſt 


ery your eyes out. | 
But to be ſerious.— We ſhall have 
a worid of entertainment when we meet. 
Adieu, my dear, Adieu. I fee your 
mother's chariot; four footmen be- 
ind. Adieu. Adieu. 


ä G 


Miſs Carneakr, % N, FLovp. 


HAD the favour, my dear Nancy, 
of your letter, though not in re- 
turn to the laſt extraordinary one I ſent 
you. 107 
am. 
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I am every day more and more hap» 
py. Sir Harry has a thouſand good 
qualities that are only to be found 
out by degrees, and long ſince, when 
at Renton Park, you know, I thought 
he had enough to make me prefer him 
to all I had ever ſeen. , You cannot 
conceive how much pleaſure he takes 

in the happineſs of others. | 
Since I wrote to you, he has been 
talking to Mr. Friendly of the captain's 
paſſion for Mits Douglas. You may 
believe it was by deſire. Mr. Friendly 
ſeemed not quite to approve of it; 
and ſaid, his ſon, he thought, rather too 
young to make a huſband of; and as 
his fortune is ſmall, and he would, pro- 
bably, be ſoon on half pay, he thought 
at leaſt they ought to wait a few years ; 
that officers had a much better chance 
of being raiſed when ſingle, than when 
married, As to the young lady, he 
had 


6 
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had no manner of objection to her; and- 
that her father and the whole family 
were agreeable to him. Sir Harry 
faid a great deal in praife of the young 
lady, and the captain coming in, he 
left them together. It then came into 
Sir Harry's head to talk to Mrs. 
Brecket, who is a great friend to early 
marriages. As ſoon as Sir Harry men- 
tioned it, ſhe was quite delighted. 
*] intended,” faid ſhe, © Sir Harry, 
* to purchaſe a majority for Captain 
« Friendly directly. Since he intends 
to marry, I muſt do more for him. 
„ will talk to Mr. Douglas about his 
„% daughter. I hope we ſhall get all 
© matters made eaſy.” Accordingly, 
my dear, every thing is agreed on 
already. Mr. Douglas is gone to bring 
in old Beſs, as he calls his wife. We 
expect them this evening, and, to- 
morrow I am to ſtand beſt maid. (So 
2 9 4 they 
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«they call the bride's maid here.) Mrs. 
Brecket has preſented Miſs Douglas 
with a handſome ſet of jewels. We 
are all to ſet out for London on Monday. 
Miſs Sally Douglas 18 to go with her 
ſiſter, and Mr. and Mrs. Douglas are 
to be up in the ſpring to bring down 
Sally, in caſe we cannot provide her 
with a huſband. 
Sir George and Lady Evergreen failed 
yeſterday, Her ladyſhip ſeemed vaſtly 
diſappointed at Mr. Hope's not going 
with them. There is a nephew of 
Mr. Douglas's goes in his place. I have 
not time to be particular. Where 
there is to be a marriage, you know, 
there muſt of conſequence be a flurry 
and hurry. You may prepare, Nancy, 
to receive me on Thur/day evening; I 
have wrote to Mrs. Lenox, to have all 
the rooms aired. The whole company 
are to be with us. I hope you have 
| nor 


210 The HISTORY of” 


not forgot you are to be one of the 
bride's maids ; but I have not fixed a 
time yet, till I hear from Renton Part. 
Here am I obliged to conclude with- 
out ſo much as uſual compliments; 
and for what? I muſt tell you for 
what; to go down and adviſe whether 
a broad or a narrow ſilver ribbon is 
beſt for the bride's garters—A narrow 
one, Mol, you may tell her. But 
* my lady, ma'am, begs you will 
* come down, and fee them. There 
* is ſomething elſe ſhe wants your 
advice in.”— © Well, well, tell her 
I'll come.” 
Something of equal importance, I 
ſuppoſe. I know I ſhan't get up ſtairs in 
time for the poſt ; ſo, Nancy, 


Adieu. 


CLARINDA CATHCART. 


Miſs 
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Miſs F Lo vp, to Lady FoRrREST. 


My dear Lady Forreſt, 
IHE happy company are arrived. 
Our dear Clarinds is all life and 
ſpirit. Her day is fixed. The laſt 
day, ſhe ſays, of her mirth and good 
humour ; that is, in caſe Sir Harry and 
ſhe ſhould, like moſt married couples, 
pull different ways; many of whom 
appear eaſy and happy enough, but 
ſhe has always diſcernment to ſee thro? 
them. Their jeſts are flat, added 
ſhe, and, with heavy hearts, they cry, 
* Cuckow,” to one another. 

I am quite delighted with the agree- 
able Mrs. Brecket, Mrs. Friendly. is 
very. engaging. I ſhould think her 

handſome, 


212 Te HISTORY of 
handſome, if not in company with Cla- 
rinda. Miſs Douglas is well enough. 
F ſhould have liked to have ſeen the 
meeting between Betſy and her grand- 
mother. Good old woman! ſhe has 
allowed her to go with us to Renton 
Part. Every thing is preparing. I 
hope lady dowager will be ſo well, as 
not to keep you from the happy 
Mr. Hope, after he arrived here, had 
fcarce patience to wait till next morn- 
ing before he ſet out for Renton Park. 
We all go on Txeſday morning. Sir 
Charles, Lady Chefter, Miſs Renton, 
Miſs Fanny, Miſs Nelly, Lord Edgar, 
and Mr. Temple, are to meet us at 
Mrs. Cathcart, and Couſin Pollß, who 
is gone to live with her, are to be with 
Lady Renton to receive us. Shall I 
tell you how we are to be ſeated when 
we ſet out? In a coach and fix are to 
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be Clarinda, Miſs Douglas, Miſs Floyd, 
and Sir Harry. Mr. Cathcart, and his 
niece Betſy, in his new chaiſe. Mr. 
Friendly, with Mrs. Brecket, in her cha- 
riot ; and Captain Friendly and his lady 
in a handſome new chariot which they 
received as a preſent from Mrs. Brecket. 
I afſfure you we ſhall make a grand ap- 
pearance. 

Sir Harry has preſented Clarinda with 
a ſet of jewels of ſuch value, that ſhe 
declares he muſt purchaſe a coronet be- 
fore ſhe ſhall think herſelf entitled to 
wear them. Mrs. Brecket is preparing 
a world of fine things for Fanny. But 
here comes Clarinda.  » IBN 

« Writing to Lady Forreſt, Nancy? * 
ſaid ſne. Come, give me the pen.“ 

How do the thoughts of e 
my dear Lady Forreſt, bring down the 
beſt ſpirits! But an exceſs of pleaſure, 
it is faid, is always pain. Surely this 

is 
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is the caſe; for here am I, as happy 

and as pleaſed as 1 could wiſh; and 

yet, I am fo heigh-ho, that, in ſhort, I 
am not fo happy or ſo pleaſed as I was, 

when I was not fo happy and ſo pleaſed. 

Can't your ladyſhip underſtand me? 

Yes, you do. 1 think I underſtand 
' myſelf. I wiſh you were here—No, 
I wiſh rather for Fanny. What filly 
nonſenſe I write! But I muſt be ſcrib- 
ling. I need not beg of you to be at 
Renton Park on T hurſday next. I know 
you will if you can. I reſign the pen 
to Nancy. My dear, Adieu. 

See, Lady Forreſt, how ſhe has con- 
tradicted me, by telling you of her 
heigh-ho ſpirits, after I had aſſerted 
ſhe was all life and humour. Well, 
if ſhe is as ſhe ſays, I ſhall never pre- 
tend to judge by appearances. I ſwear 
I eee bes better company in my 

| fe. 
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 Ufe. Come, Clarinds, take the pen 
again, and contradict me if you can. 
I never thought, Lady Forreſt, that 
our friend Nancy had ſo little penetra- 
tion. My ſpirits are all a blind to co- 
ver a timid heart. Poor Nancy! I 
have got a ſecret of hers, ſince I came 
to town, that ſhe durſt not venture 
on paper; a ſecret, which, I believe, 
in a ſhort time, will oblige her to 
muſter up ſuch ſpirits as I have at 
preſent. Sir Edward Saliſbury — Pray, 
Nancy, do vou conclude: I won't 
write another word. | 
Now, Lady Forreſt, ſhe thinks ſhe 
has puniſhed me; but ſhe loſes her 
aim; for your ladyſhip is extremely 
welcome to the hint; 'twill ſave me 
ſome hums and haws when I ſee you. 
Muſt I take the pen again? Right, 
Nancy, that can turn a puniſhment” 
into a bleſſing. Happy Sir Edward! 
May 
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May you be ſenſible of the value of 
your treaſure, is the wiſh of 


CLARINDA CATHCART. 


Poor Sir Harry! may you have fo 
little penetration, as not to find out 
the hypocriſy of your fweet ſpouſe, 
is the wiſh of one of the bride maids 
to be, 


Nancy FLovD. 


Miß FLorp, to Miſs PolLy FLov. 


AM. afraid, my dear Polly, I ſhall 
I find it impoſſible to be fo parti- 
cular as I promiſed. 1 have ſcarce a 
moment to myſelf. However, I will 
try, now and then, to give you a fly- 


ing line. 
Accord'ng 
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According to appointment, the 
whole company we expected, met us 
at —. *Tis eaſier to imagine than 
deſcribe every one s happineſs. Mrs. 
Brecket is quite charmed with Mis 
Fanny. I, indeed, think ſhe is the 
fineſt girl that ever, was. ſeen; Mr. 
Hope the handſomeſt man. He was 
dreſſed, in lay lock and filyer, ſhe in 
deep mourning. We dined at the 
Duke's Head, and arrived at Renton 
Park at ſeven, . We were received by 
Lady Renton, Mrs. Cathcart, and Cou- 
fin. Polly, ,with tears of joy. The 
houſe was ſo crowded, that Mrs. Cath- 
cart invited Captain Friendly, his lady, 
Miſs. D Douglas, Couſin Polly, Clarinda, 
Bech, and me, to go with her to Caſtle- 
ton. Mr. Friends houſe is repair- 
ing on the account of Mrs. Breciet, 
and the young people, who are. to ſtay 
there for ſome time, till Mr. Hoe 

Vor. II. | L looks 
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looks out for an eſtate, which he in- 
tends to purchaſe. Tueſday next is 
fixed on to be the day of days. 
They are to have more company at 
Renton Park. The Earl and Counteſs 
of Caſtlemount, and their daughter 
Lady Auguſta, (1 am told ſhe is very 
pretty, and is much admired by Cap- 
tain Renton, Squire Burton, his lady, 
and two ſons. They are near relations 
of Mr. Hope's, who never took notice 
of him till now. Mrs. Brecket, on 
their ſending a card 'of compliment, 
letting her know how happy they 
were to hear of her return, and com- 
plaining of Mr. Thomas for never com- 
ing near them, propoſed, and it was 
approved of by all, to invite them to 
the marriage, to ſhew ſhe was above 
expreſſing any reſentment at their paſt 
behaviour. The ſons, they ſay, are 
very valuable young gentlemen ; and 
they, 


Miſs Clarinda Cathcart. 219 


they, you know, are not to blame, 
I will not attempt to write another 
word, till after the marriage. 1 have 
had no leſs than three meſſages to 


come down ſtairs, ſince I . che 
laſt four lines. | 


Thurſday Morning. 


_ Now, my dear Polly, will I conclude 
my epiſtle in as few words as poſſible ; 
for till, my dear, I am in a violent 
hurry, and I know you will be impa- 
tient. On Tueſclay, at twelve o'clock, 
our dea: Clurinda ſet out from Caſtle- 
ton, dreſſed in a genteel diſhabille, at- 
tended by her aunt, bride-maids, &c. 
and arrived at church, where they 
were met by Sir Harry, Mr. Hope, and 
his amiable Faun, and all the before- 
mentioned company, except Lady Ren- 
ton, and couſin Polly, who went to 
Renton Park that morning to accom- 


L 2 pany 
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pany her ladyſhip. The awful cere- 
mony was performed by Mr. Witks. 
You may caſily ſuppoſe what crowds of 
people followed us to church, and the 
acclamations of joy given by them de- 
monſtrated how much they rejoiced 
in the happineſs of Sir Harry and 
Mr. Hope, and how high the cha- 
rafters of thoſe gentlemen ſtood in 
the country. Never, my dear Pell, 
did matrimony look with a more 
imiling aſpect. So many happy 

couples 
After the ceremony, we all went 
to Renton Park, where every thing 
was ſuitable to the occaſion. We 
had no dancing, or gaiety of that kind, 
Lady Renton being againſt it, yet it 
was the moſt agreeable day I ever in 
my life ſpent. Sir Harry had invited 
Sir Edward Sel: Nag, unknown to me. 
I was 


— - 
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J was amazed when I faw him. The 
ſame company that came from Caftle- 
ton (except our Clarinda) returned 
that night; and yeſterday we had 
here an elegant ball. Clarinda, now 
Lady Renton, opened the ball with 
Lord Edgar. She was dreſſed in a 
purple ſack with a ſilver flower, her 
hair frenched, but- without- powder, 
adorned on the left fide with ſmall 
ſprigs of diamonds, You ſaw her 
point Bryſſels diamond ear-rings, ſoli- 
taire, and bracelets—thoſe ſhe had on. 
The n:xt-couple were Mrs. Hepe and 
the Earl of Caſtlemount. She was 
_ dreſſed in a fack of white ſattin with 
a ſilver flower, her hair without pow- 
der, a plain high toupee, with one 
ſprig of diamonds on the left ſide, a 
diamond necklace, ear-rings, and brace- 
lets. The reſt of the com pany danced 


all according to their rank. | 
After 
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. Aſter the firſt country dance the 
agreeable Mrs. Brecket propoſed to 
change partners. We were paired as 
you ſhall hear. Sir Harry and the 
new-made Lady Renton, Mr. Hope, 
and his charming Fanny, Sir Charles 
and Lady Cheſter, Sir Robert and Lady 
Forreſt, Lord Edgar and Caroline, 
Captain. Renton, and Lady Auguſta, 
Nell and Mr. Temple, one of the Mr. 
Burton's with Betſy, and, you may be 
ſure, Miſs Floyd with Sir Edward Sa- 
lifbury, &c. &c. Mrs. Brecket and Mr. 
| Cathcart, aunt Neil and Mr. Friendly 
danced a double minuet. I have now, 
I think, related every particular, there- 
fore will haſten: to conclude ; adding 
only that, as they all go again into 
mourning, they propoſe not to be in 
town, till the time of it is expired. 
Tell my dear mother 1 will be 
punctual to my day. And now, 
| Polly, 


** 
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Polly, that you, and I, and every 
good girl, whoſe wiſh it is not to con- 
tinue ſingle, may be bleſſed with an 
agreeable partner for life, is the ſincere 
wiſh of | 


Your ever affectionate ſiſter, 


Nancy FLovp. 


BOOKS lately Printed for F. hy 
| J. NoBLE. 


Dventu*es and Amours of the 
Marquis de Noailles and Ma- 
demoiſelle Tencin: 2 vols. 6s. bound. 
2. Apparition : or, the Female Cava- 
| luer. 3 vols. gs. bound. 
3. Accompliſhed Rake; or the Mo- 
1 dern Fine Gentleman, 38. bound. 

4. Bracelet; or, the Fortunate diſco- | 
very, 2 vols. 6s. bound. 

5. Bubbled Knights; or the ſucceſs- 
ful Contrivances. 2 vols. 6s. bound. 

6. Child's Entertainer. A Collection 
of Riddles, embelliſhed with a Picture 
of each Subject. 6d. bound. 

7. Devil upon Crutches in England; 
or, Night Scenes in London. The 
Fifth Edition, in which is now added, 
the Hiſtory | of a celebrated Courtezan. 
3s. bound. 

8. Emily Willis; or, the Hiſtory of 
a Natural Daughter. 2 vol. 6s. bound. 

9. Each Sex in their humour; or the 
Hiſtories of the families of Brightly, 
Finch, Forteſcue, Shelburne and Ste- 
vens. 2 vols. = 


BOOKS lately Printed for, &c. 


10. Fortune-Teller; or, the F ootman 
—_ 2 vols 6s. bound. 
| . Fortunate Villager: or, the Me- 
moirs — Sir Andrew Thompſon, 2 vols. 
68. bound. | 

12. Fruitleſs Inquiry. 2s 6d bound. 

. Hiitory of Sir Harry Herald, 
with the Adventures: of Mr. Charles 
Herald, and Miſs F eels Blanchman. 
3 vols. 9s. bound. 

14. Hiſtory of a young Lady of Diſ- 
tinction. In a ſeries of Letters between 
Madame du Montier, and the Marchio- 
neſs de *, her Daughter. Tranſlated 
from the F rench of Madame de Beau- 
mont, 2 vols. 68. bound. 

15. Hiſtory - of the great plague 
which raged in London, in the year 
1665. Alto, a Journal of the Plague 
at Marſeilles, in the Year 1 1720. 58. in 
Boards, or 68. bound. 

16. Hiſtory of Henry Dumont, Eſq. 
and Miſs Charlotte Evelyn, 3s. bound. 

17. Hiſtory of Portia, 2 vols. 6s. 
bound. 

18. Hiſtory of Amanca, 3s. bound. 
19. Hhitory of Lady Louiſa —_— 

and - 


Books lately Printed for 
and the Honourable Miſs Caroline 
Stretton, 2 vols. 6s. bound. 

20. Hiſtory of my own life. Being 
an Account of many of the ſevereſt 
Trials impoſed __ an implacable Fa- 
ther upon the moſt affectionate * Pair 
that ever entered the Marriage State, 2 
vols. 6s. bound. 

21. Hiſtory of Frederic the F orfak- 
2 vols. 6s. bound. 

22. Hiſtory and Adventures of Frank 
Hammond, 38. bound. 

223. Hiſtory of Miſs Sally Sable, a 
Foundling, 2 vol. 6s. bound. 

24. Hiitory of Sir Roger and his Son 
Joe, 2 vols. 6s. bound. 

25. Hiſtory of two Perſons of Qua- 
lity. 3s. bound. 

95 Hiſtory of Miſs Kitty N——, 
Containing , a faithful and particular 
Relation of her Amours, Adventures, 
and various Turns of Fortune, in Scot- 
land, Ireland, Jamaica, and in Eng- 
land. 3s. bound. 

217. Hiſtory of Miſs 9 Court 
ney; in a — of Original Letters, 
written by herſelf, to her Friend Miſs 
— 


F. ed J. Not 

Conſtantia Bellmour. 3 vol. gs. bound. 
283. Jilts; or, the Female Fortune: 
Hunters, 3 vol. 9s. bound. 
29. Life and ſurprizing Whrentures 
of Cruſoe Richard Davis. 2 vols. 6s. 
20 Life and Adventures of Mr. 
John Van. 2 vols. 6s bound. 
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G 3s. bound. 
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309. Rival Mother; or the Hiſtory of 
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Daughters. 2 vols. 6s. bound. 
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ventures of Amoranda. 2s bound. 

41. Suppoſed Daughter; or, the In- 
nocent Impoſter. 3 vols. 9s. bound. 

42. True Merit, True Happineſs ; 
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